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THIS  volume  was  prepared  for  publication  at  the  end 
of  last  year,  the  poems  relating  to  passing  incidents, 
as  "  The  Duke's  Funeral,  "  Bede  in  the  Nineteenth 
Century,"  and  others,  having  been  written  on  the 
occasions  to  which  they  refer.  It  may  be  also  proper 
to  mention  that  a  few  of  the  pieces  have  been  cir- 
culated before  in  a  manner  more  or  less  public.  That 
called  "Maryanne"  has  been  already  printed  twice, 
at  least,  under  its  former  name  of  "Rosabel." 


LOVE'S  CALENDAR. 

THAT  spring,  each  whistling  afternoon, 

By  the  lonely  cot  I  went, 
And  at  the  window  noted  soon 

Her  white  neck  downward  bent, 
And  face  half  hidden  by  the  hair, 
So  quiet,  diligent,  and  fair. 


Oft  times  I  said,  I  know  her  not, 
Yet  that  way  home  would  go, 

Till  when  the  evenings  lengthen'd  out, 
And  bloomed  the  may-hedge  row, 

I  met  her  by  the  village-well, 

Whose  waters  may  be  broke  the  spell  : 
B 


LOVE  S  CALENDAR. 

For  leaning  on  her  pail,  she  prayed 

I'd  lift  it  to  her  head, 
So  did  I,  but  I'm  much  afraid, 

Some  awkward  drops  were  shed, 
And  that  I  blushed,  as  face  to  face, 
Needs  must  we  stand  a  little  space. 


Then  when  the  sun-set  mellowed  through 

The  ears  of  rustling  grain, 
And  lattices  wide  open  flew, 

And  ash-leaves  fell  like  rain, 
As  well  as  I  she  knew  the  hour 
At  morn  or  eve  I  neared  her  bower. 


And  now  that  snow  o'erlays  the  thatch, 

I  pass  no   more,  within 
The  door  she  waits. — I  raise  the  latch, 

And  kiss  her  cheek  and  chin, 
And  if  to  blush  her  turn  it  be, 
'Tis  very  dark,  I  may  not  see  ! 


SAINT  MARGARET. 


The  shadows  freeze  on  the  grey  stone  floor  ; 
With  black  and  green  witchcraft  the  window  is  clad 
But  she  knows  God  will  open  heaven's  fair  door, 
And  thitherward  waiting  her  soul  has  fled, 
While  her  body  kneels  here  as  if  it  were  dead. 

On  the  stones  of  the  chancel. 


"  That  door  darkly  golden,  that  noiseless  door, 
Through  which  I  can  see  sometimes,"  said  she, 

"  Will  it  ever  be  opened  to  close  no  more, 
Will  those  wet  clouds  ever  cease  pressing  on  me, 
Shall  I  cease  to  hear  the  sound  of  the  sea  ?" 

Her  handmaidens  wake  and  rise. 
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"  I've  served  long  in  life's  prison-house,"  she  said, 
"  Where  silver  and  gold  are  heavy  and   bright, 
Where  children  wail  and  where  maidens  wed, 
Where  the  day  is  wearier  than  the  night, 
And  each  would  be  master  if  he  might." 

Margaret,  they  seek  thee. 

The  night  waxed  darker  than  before  ; 
Scarce  could  the  windows  be  traced  at  all, 
Only  the  sharp  rain  was  heard  rushing  o'er, 
And  a  sleeper  moaned  through  the  cloister  wall, 
And  a  horse  neighed  shrill  from  a  distant  stall, 
And  the  sea  sounded  on. 

"Are  all  the  dear  holy  ones  shut  within, 
That  none  descend  in  my  strait  ?"  said  she, 

"  Their  songs  are  far  off,  too  far  off  and  thin, 
The  terrible  sounds  of  the  prison-house  flee 
About  me,  and  the  sound  of  the  sea." 

Lights  gleam  from  room  to  room. 
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Slowly  a  moon-glimmer  breaks  on  the  glass, 
The  black  and  green  witchcraft  is  there  no  more, 
It  spreads  and  it  brightens,  and  out  of  it  pass 
Four  angels  with  glorified  hair,  all  four 
With  lutes,  and  our  Lord  is  in  heaven's  door. 
Margaret,  they  hail  thee. 

Her  eyes  are  wide  to  the  hallowed  light, 
Her  head  is  cast  backward,  her  bosom  is  clad 
And  garnished  with  ruby  and  purple  and  white, 
Away  to  the  angels  her  spirit  hath  fled, 
While  her  body  still  kneels,  but  is  it  not  dead? 
She  is  safe,  she  is  well ! 


THE  DUKE'S  FUNERAL. 

So,  so,  now  let  the  great  dead  quietly 
Go  to  his  mighty  tomb,  go  join  the  dust 
Of  better  and  worse  men  :  give  not  the  dead 
What  the  dead  valued  not  :  those  cannon  tongues 
Speak  out  more  fitly,  poets,  than  do  thine. 
Leave  ye  this  statesman-soldier  unto  Time, 
Who  passes  on  the  night-winds  of  God's  laws, 
Leaving  the  heroes  stript  for  history's  eyes, 
Cleansing  the  grave.    Your  polished  lays,  'twould  seem 
Refreshen  no  man's  throat,  and  he  who  lies 
Upon  that  cumbrous  wain  of  bronze,  unblessed 
By  Christian  symbol  or  cartouche  of  death, 
Would  but  have  asked  you  what  you  wanted,  given 
Some  charity  >  and  hoped  you  then  would  go  ! 
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There  is  false  inspiration  in  the  theme, 

It  puts  the  lamp  out  :   for  myself,  I  fain 

Would  have  constrained  a  sonnet,  but  not  one 

Of  all  the  fourteen  twigs  would  bear  green  leaves, 

Much  less  fair  flowers,  ripe  fruit.     Still  was  he  one- 

Of  England's  truest  sons,  and  what  he  ought 

That  did  he  worthily,  and  with  strong  will. 

By  trade  a  warrior  he,  and  as  a  lord 

Of  cotton  and  consols,  by  wariest  games, 

Venturing  boldly  when  the  market  turns, 

Never  despairing  through  stark  bankruptcy, 

Increases  on  all  sides  until  his  name 

Is  in  kings'  mouths,  and  by  his  bonds  are  held 

The  necks  of  nations,  so  succeeded  he. 

Genius  beside  him  seemed  a  madman  ;  Truth 

Was  but  contingent,  relative  to  him  ; 

And  heroism  but  a  boyish  phrase. 

This  thing  he  had  to  do,  and  this  did  he, 

Depending  both  on  sword   and  protocol, 

On  blood  and  red-tape.     Earth  to  him  was  but 

Leagues  for  a  march,  towns  cannon'd  wall,  and  men, 


8  THE  DUKE'S  FUNERAL. 

So  many  items  to  be  matched  by  others 

Harder  headed,  both  to  serve  for  those 

Ordained  to  rule  :  heaven  was  no  more  to  him 

Than  so  much  rain  or  heat.     And  England,  she, 

Motive  at  once  and  commissariat,  ruled 

As  Duty,  not  absolute,  god-writ  in  fire, 

By  which  the  martyr  or  the  conqueror 

Lifts  the  world  up  with  him  more  near  to  justice, — 

But  Statesman's  Duty,  duty  to  confirm 

The  annointed  cincture  round  the  brow  of  kings, 

The  people  in  their  level,  and  the  plough 

Straight  in  the  furrow.     Wherefore  then  should  flower 

Be  strewn  upon  his  bier,  or  chant  be  sung 

By  poet,  requiem  or  organ  prayer 

Be  uttered  ?     Let  the  drums  beat  and  the  boom 

Of  sulphurous  cannon  o'er  the  house  tops  roll  : 

Let  him  be  lapt  in  gold  and  cedern  wood, 

In  purple  and  in  heraldries  grotesque. 

Give  him  for  mourners  all  those  youths  who  lived 

Rejoicing  in  the  smiles  of  Eegent  George, 

All  honourable  men  without  faith,  hope, 
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Or  charity,  who  generously  strewed 

The  ring  and  cockpit  with  unpaid  champagne, 

All  handsome  cavaliers  with  well  hid  sores  ; 

Give  him  for  mourners  all  the  timorous  souls 

Who  see  no  providence  in  coming  years  ; 

And  give  him  all  the  enemies  of  France  ; 

And  those  who  reverence  power  ;    and  more  than  all, 

Erect  and  foremost  in  this  world- array, 

Men  of  firm  hearts  and  regulated  powers, 

Who  call  not  unto  Hercules,  but  set 

Their  sinewy  shoulders  to  the  staggering  wheels, 

And  say,  "  Thus  as  we  will  it,  shall  it  be." 

The  day  was  won  !   proud,  jubilant,  redeemed, 
Their  tottering  thrones  again  set  firm,  behold, 
All  coached  or  centaur-wise  the  princes  thronged 
Into  the  merry  city,  and  the  mob, 
Worn  out,  effete,  with  glory,  welcomed  them, 
Lighting  their  topmost  windows.     Sluggish  Seine 
Hissed  with  the  falling  stars,  night  bursts  a-flame 
With   sputtering   splendour   over   bridge   and   quay, 
C  t 
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And   in   the   new-gilt   Tuilleries    once   again 

Propped   on   her   swollen   feet   stood   Right   Divine. 

The   sharp    thin    nostril    of  the    high-born    swelled, 

The    diplomat   rewoke    all   clothed  in    smiles, 

Tuftless   attache's   like   stunned   oxen   stared 

At   Hapsbugh,    Bourbon,    Guelph,    and   Romanoff, 

Europe   was   saved !    Once   more   as   in   old   times, 

The   privileged    worthies   of  the   world   could   follow 

Each   his  vocation  :    Metternich    trepan 

Unwary   guests   for   customers    of  wine  : 

Talleyrand   titilate   his   black    brain   with    talk 

Of  omelets,   good   innocent   old   man. 

Europe   is   saved   again  !    France   saved   again  ! 

A   new   Napoleon  its   last   saviour,    sweeps 

These  old   things   out   like   cobwebs,  sabreing   both 

Legitimist   and   red   republican. 

So   wags   the   world  ;    so   history  fills   her   page  ! 

And  he  who  with  this  mighty  pomp  beneath 

A   nation's   eyes   goes   tombward,   leaves   no   mark  ! 


11 


REQUIEM. 

Four  o'clock  morning,  3rd  of  the  month. 
David  Scott  died  5th  March,  1849. 

The  winds  are  wandering  thorough  the  night, 
Hushing  and  moaning  round  chimney  and  roof, 
The  ashes  fall  dead  from  the  dull  fire-light, 
The  great  shadows  dance  on  the  walls  aloof, 

While  the  soul  of  my  brother  recedes. 


Fitfully  crumble  the  embers  away  ; 
Abroad  over  all  flies  the  roaring  wind  ; 
And  the  rain-clouds  through  the  obscurity, 
Hurry  along  the  moon  silently  kind. 

Like  an  opened  window  in  heaven. 
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The  everlasting  Norns  are  visible  now 
Between  the  gates  of  gold  and  of  horn  ; 
For  the  nimbus  of  death  is  over  his  brow, 
And  for  ever  hath  left  his  hand  outworn 
Its  power  in  the  art  divine. 


Go  back,  go  back,  would  the  spirit  fain  say 
To  the  in-pressing  darkness  and  walls  of  stone  ; 
For  the  eye  of  hope  is  as  wide  as  day 
Through  the  impending  infinity  ; 
The  great  task  of  time  is  but  partly  done, 

And  still  young  the  manifold  heart. 


Come  back,  come  back,  doth  the  world  demand, 
For  the  clearness  of  life  is  heaven  indeed  ! 
And  the  kindred  labourers  on  the   strand 
Of  this  dear  human  region  plead, 
"  Go  not,  of  thee  we  have  wondrous  need," 

And  hail  him  with  strong  right  hands. 
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The  black  angel  hears  not  ;  the  ages  dead 
And  the  ages  to  come  are  one  family 
All  under  the  Father's  mantle  hid  ; 
The  trophies  of  art  and  of  poetry 

Are  but  chaff  from  the  garner  of  time. 


The  blast  is  wandering  thorough  the  night ; 
Beneath  the  white  curtains  the  straight  limbs  lie  ; 
Faintly  flickers  the  last  fire-light  ; 
But  hark,  the  cock  crows  !   for  morning  is  nigh, 
Sternly  rending  the  cold  wet  sky, 

While  the  soul  of  my  brother  recedes. 
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MARYANNE. 

i. 

Age — Eight  Years. 

The  lark  unseen,  o'er  the  village  spire, 
Sings  like  an  echo  from  the  sky. 
'  Let  us  go,  Mother !  the  first  bell  has  rung  ; 
The  second  rings  hastily  now," 

Said  little  Maryanne, 

As  she  ran  to  the  door  and  looked  over  the  field 
Standing  still  in  the  Sunday  air, 
With  their  patches  of  meadow  and  tall  dry  corn. 
And  hedges  sharp  between. 
Her  cautious  mother  shuts  the  door, 
And  leads  her  forth  to  the  belfry's  call  ; 

So  little  Maryanne, 
With  her  knitted  nankeen  bonnet  on. 
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That  shaded  half  her  face,  went  by 
Each  cottage  with  a  sober  smile. 
The  bell  chimed  louder  as  they  walked  ; 
In  folded  stillness  white,  the  clouds 
Seem  cradled  by  the  sound. 
"  Mother,"  said  she,  "  will  father  sing 
Psalms  by  himself  upon  the  hills  ? 
Or  do  the  sheep  as  well  as  I 
Know  Sunday  from  the  common  days  ? " 
They  pass  into  the  churchyard  now, 
A  pigmy  hunch  of  sward, 
All  rank  and  long,  with  sunken  stones 
Looking  up  here  and  there  ; 
But  quite  a  strange  great  wilderness 

To  little  Maryanne  ; 
And  the  old  men,  in  sauntering  groups, 
Who  gossiped  o'er  their  staves  to  her 
Were  grave  and  kingly  patriarchs. 
The  laird  has  come  to  church  to-day  : 

HOAV  glad  is  Maryanne — 
She  will  look  at  him  all  the  while  ! 


1 G  MARYANNE. 

Now  hear  the  text—- 
In the  days  of  thy  youth  remember  God. 
And  when  old  thou  wilt  not  forget  him. 


n. 

Age — Sixteen   Years. 

I've  come  o'er  the  fields  to  meet  thee,  lass, 

O'er  the .  misty  meadows  green  ; 
Before  the  sun  has  dried  the  grass, 

Or  the  earliest  lark  was  seen. 

I've  come  through  the  rye  to  meet  thee,  lass, 

All  through  the  rye-rigs  deep  ; 
Before  the  cloud  from  the  hill  might  pass, 

While  the  plover  is  fast  asleep. 

My  father's  wains  are  on  the  highway, 
We  will  meet  them  by  the  tree, 

And  ride  to  the  town,  so  blithe  and  gay, 
In  each  other's  company. 
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Then  dip  thy  face  in  the  water  clear, 

Lave  it  over  thy  shoulders  fair  ; 
And  quickly  lace  thy  bodice,  dear, 

And  snood  up  thy  parted  hair. 

For  I've  come  through  the  rye  to  meet  thee,  lass, 

O'er  the  misty  meadows  green, 
Before  the  cloud  from  the  hill  might  pass, 

Before  plover  or  lark  was  seen. 

in. 

Age — Seventeen. 

"  Your  mother  tells  me,  simple  girl, 
You  are  to  be  a  semstress  now  ; 
I  like  to  see  a  blush  :    take  off 
Your  shapeless  cap.     Do  you  read  and  write  ? — 
And  dance  and  sing,  perhaps,  as  well  ? 
The  freshness  of  new  hay  is  on  your  hair, 
And  the  withdrawing  innocence  of  home 
Within  your  eyes,  indeed 
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You  are  as  pretty  a  child  as  I  have  seen. 
If  your  new  world  shall  wed  you  as  the  old 
Seems  to  have  wooed,  you're  fortunate  : 
You  have  a  throng  of  comrades  here," 
Said  a  well-bedizened  dame, 

While  timid  Maryanne 
She  led  to  a  long  chamber,  where 
Her  thimbled  girls  with  needles  arid  shears 
Were  trimming  silks  with  gimp  and  lace. 
Anon  the  dragon  leaves  the  cell, 
And  about  the  stranger  girl  they  press ! 
"  Sit  here,  young  rose," — "  Nay,  Catherine  ; 
How  to  turn  her  smiles  to  use, 
And  braid  fair  locks  unbound  before, 
I  know  the  best  :   her  looks  refresh 
Like  oranges  in  a  theatre." 
But  timid  Maryanne — 
Both  no  and  yes  she  feared  to  say  ; 
She  knew  not  what  they  meant  ; 
And  aye  she  cast  a  wondering  glance 
At  every  one  that  spoke  ; 
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But  Joan  withdrew  her  from  them  all, 
And  leaning  o'er  her,  whispered,  "  Sweet, 
None  may  hear  us  ;    tell  me  true, 
Have  you  left  a  lover-lad 
Behind  you,  by  the  plough  ?  " 
"I  never  thought  of  such  a  thing," 

Said  timid  Maryanne — 
As  amidst  their  smothered  laughter 
A  glorious  crimson  spread 
Over  her  forehead,  over  her  cheeks, 
And  brightened  round  her  neck. 

IV. 

Age — Eigli  teen. 

A  year  has  gone  since  last  the  voice 

That  taught  her  infant  words — 

Her  mother's  voice — brought  early  loves 

And  patience  to  her  mind. 

And  many  lisping  tongues  since  then 

Have  mimicked  truth  and  hope  ; 
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Or  for  the  easy  merchandise 

Of  smiles  have  bartered  praise. 

But  how  to  meet  her  mother  now  ? — 

And  yet  it  must  be  done  ; 

She  will  be  glad,  thought  Maryanne, 

To  find  a  lady  in  her  child. 

Andrew  came  with  her  ;    they  had  walked 

Two  days  to  see  her  daughter  ; 

Poor  Andrew  !  he  was  grave,  he  smiled, 

He  pondered,  and  he  hoped. 

But  she  did  not  run  to  meet  them, — 

She  did  not  push  him  back  and  laugh, — 

Nor  kiss  her  mother's  cheek. 

Scarce  knew  he,  with  a  quivering  lip, 

Which  way  to  look — her  dress 

So  jauntily  assumed,  her  hair 

So  'tired,  her  head  so  cunningly 

Withheld,  so  cold  her  eye. 

He  had  brought  a  gift  to  her, 

But  he  wavered  long,  altho' 


MARYANNE.  21 

Two  weeks  of  labour  it  had  cost, 
Whether  he  ought  to  offer  it. 
They  left  her — silent  sat  she  long  ; 
Every  word  that  had  been  said, — 
Each  look  she  would  recall  : 
With  her  wide  eyes  fixed  upon  the  floor, 
She  neither  smiled  nor  wept. 
A  face  bends  over  her  drooping  neck, 
So  close,  its  breathing  stirs  her  hair  : 
Her  red  lips  leap,  her  eyes  expand, 
Her  young  heart  flutters,  throbs  : — ah  !  now 
She  can  both  smile  and  weep  ! 
Her  hand  and  heart,  her  body,  her  life 
She  would  give  him — freely  give. 
Smother  up  the  thoughts  of  ill ! 
Heaven  is  around  her,  as  he  lisps 
"  All  is  prepared  ;  come  Marian, 
For  ever  come  with  me." 
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V. 

Age — Nineteen. 

In  a  neat  suburban  room 
Songs  of  pleasant  liberty 

Sang  careless  Maryanne. 
Who  would  dream  that  such  a  change 
Could  fall  in  one  short  year  ! 
And  Joan  was  also  there, 
Busily  laughing,  laughing  loud. 
But  Maryanne  sat  still  and  sang  ; 
Or  with  head  askance  at  the  window    pane 
She  looked  for  Archer  along  the  road  ; 
And  every  morn,  and  noon,  and  night, 
She  would  dance  acrosss  the  room  for  joy. 
0  would  it  were  not  so  intense  ! 
She  was  happier  than  a  wife  could  be, 

Thought  careless  Maryanne. 
Her  mother  told  her  not  to  look 
Towards  strangers,  nor  to  speak  too  loud 
To  her  sister-semstresses,  until 
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She  knew  them  well, — to  rise  betimes, 

To  dress  quite  plain,  to  lace  her  shoes 

As  she  had  learnt  of  old, — a  long 

Unmentionable  creed  she  taught 

Of  best  advices  :    Maryanne 

Believed  some  punishment  would  follow 

If  in  aught  she  disobeyed  : — 

Yet  had  she  dared !   the  bond  was  burst  ! 

No  lightning  flashed,  but  all  at  once 

A  new  sun  seemed  to  smile  on  her, 

And  a  new  moon,  more  earnest  than  the  old, 

And  stars  more  numerous  ;   and  kindly  lips 

Seemed  ever  smiling  on  her  from  that  day, 

And  merry  voices  sounded  merrier. 

For  the  first  time  free  will  seemed  hers  :— 

While  her  mother  like  a  prophetess, 

Whose  oracle  by  adverse  fate 

Had  been  annulled,  sank  from  her  trust 

Altogether,— altogether  ! 

Who  would  dream  that  such  a  change 

Could  come  in  a  year  like  leaves  in  spring  ! 
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VI. 

How  fresh  the  breeze  is  everywhere  ! 
How  blossom  out  the  flowers  so  fair  ! 

The  primrose  and  the  daffodil, 
And  mignonette  scenting  the  household  air, 

Over  the  narrow  sill. 
The  wind  has  softer  wings  than   e'er 
Were  felt  before  !   the  flowers  appear 

Than  any  other  flowers  more  bright, 
Like  angel  eyes  so  wide  and  clear. 

From  whence  this  dear  delight  ? 

The  window  looks  unto  the  west 
O'er  placarded  walls  :    oh,  blest 

Is  every  stone  and  every  seam  ! 
And  every  chimney  smoke  caressed 

Is  but  a  pleasant  dream  ! 
The  errand  boy  comes  whistling  by, 
And  sits  down  on  the  kerbstone  nigh  ! 

Blithe  as  an  infant-god 
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Who  never  might  either  grow  old  or  die, 
In  spite  of  his   weary  load. 

"  Will  you  take  a  little  wine  ?" 

"  Whatever  you  like  shall  be  mine." 

The  air  is  sweet  and  mild  indeed  ; 
These  market-men  are  scarce  divine  ! 

Is  it  true  a  lamb  can  bleed  ? 
Are  there  footsteps  on  the  stair  ? 
Is  the  sun  in  the  noonday  air  ? 

Maryanne  !   you  are  so  still, 
Yours  is  sure  a  happy  share 

In  this  sweet,  sweet  world  of  ill. 


VII. 

Age — Twenty. 

But  how  felt  he  who  opened  first 
Those  gates  that  never  close 
To  the  bewildered  footstep  hurrying  on  ? 
We  may  listen  while  he  talks. 

£ 
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"  Life  is  like  a  melody  no  doubt, 

An  ever-changing  melody,  that  ne'er 

Runs  through  the  scale  :   the  plectrum's  held 

By  love's  own  hand,  they  say  : — 

I'  faith  his  hand  should  be  made  of  gold  !" 

Quoth  he  one  evening,  as  a  friend 

Broke  in  upon  his  gloom. 
"  What,  Archer  !   moody  ; — strange  indeed 

When  Marian  is  yours  ! 

I  have  seen  her,  such  an  air 

Of  the  reposing  dancer,  blent 

With  girlish  homebred  quietness  ! — 

So  delicately  she  has  gained 

A  taste  like  pure  simplicity." 
"  Oh,  she  is  perfect  grace,  refined, 

Yet  marvellously  fresh  ; 

More  wine,  dear  Thorn  ?" — "Yes,  yes,  more  wine." 
"  You  must  know  her  " — "  And  must  love  ?" 
"  Ah  !   why  not  ?"— "  Well,  be  it  so  I" 

Two  weeks  therefrom,  said  Maryanne  : 
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"Joan,  I  wonder  what  he  means 
By  never  coming  ;    his  handsome  friend 
Laughs  at  him  too." — "  Forget  him  dear  ; 
How  richly  all  our  wants  are  filled 
Since  he  is  gone." — "Indeed  they  are," 
Said  Maryanne,  and  gave  a  laugh 
Of  scorn  so  very  like  Joan's  ! 

VIII. 

Age — Twenty-one. 

"This  bonnet's  really  a  charming  change, 

Its  white  rose  tint  suits  mine  so  well  ; 

But  here's  an  awkward  scarf  indeed, 

Although  it  be  Cashmere." 
"  That  will  not  matter,  we  will  drive  : 

Jacob  !   are  the  horses  out  ?  " 
"  Who's  he  that  wears  the  forage-cap, 

Who  rides  so  hurriedly  ?  " 
"That  moustachioed  ensign  nods— 

How  jauntily  he  sways  himself 
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Upon  the  square  toe  of  his  boot  ! " 
"  These  ladies — do  you  know  their  names  ?  " 
"  Oh  !    This  one  is  Thorn's  Marian, — 

Madame  Marian,  hey  dey  ! — 

Questionable,  clumsy  too." 
"Shall  we  return  now?" — "When  you  please." 

Such  are  snatches  of  the  talk 

Of  loungers  not  worth  verse  at  all. 

"Now  mark  the  blush,  the  earnestness 
O'ermantling  that  young  man's  face  ; 
'Tis  like  a  May-day  morning, — 
Almost  as  sweet  as  honey  : 
As  yet  he  is  an  innocent !" — 
With  a  gay  sad  cunning,  quoth  she  now, 
Beneath  the  glittering  chandelier. 
The  music  swells,  and  dies  and  wakes, 
Like  a  spirit  after  death  ; 
Upon  a  languid  ottoman 
She  sinks  and  seems  almost  asleep  ; 
But  a  snake,  with  a  sickly  skin,  lifts  up 
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Its  sharp  head  to  her  heart. 
Her  father,  mother,  sister,  friend, — 
They  are  not  here  ;   and  those  who  are 
Scoff  at  her,  cheapen  her,  she  knows. 
She  cannot  quell  her  quivering  lip  ; 
She  weeps  and  laughs,  and  weeps  again, 
For  the  tears  are  strongest  now. 

IX. 

Age — Twenty-three. 

The  chill  of  eve  is  stayed  from  closing  yet 
By  the  roseate  golden  streaks 
Still  pressing  back  the  leaden  dusk  ; 
Day,  like  an  eye  that's  loth  to  sleep, 
Closes  but  by  slow  degrees. 

Andrew  stands  by  the  bolted  door 
Of  a  cottage  lone  and  dark  ; 
His  linger  bent  as  if  to  knock, — 
Yet  he  pauses  ere  it  falls, 
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And  hesitating  draws  his  breath. 
A  cat  sits  on  the  thatch-roof  top 
With  its  tail  wrapt  round  its  feet : 
On  the  deep-set  lattice  from  within 
Flickers  the  sinking  fire. 

The  door  is  opened  ;   by  the  hearth 
Down  he  sits.     He  came  not  there 
To  seek  her  who  so  oft  had  led 
His  footsteps  night  and  morn — 
At  morn  before  the  plover  was  seen. 
No  !   she  will  not  be  there  again, 
To  hear  her  father's  whining  prayers, 
Or  see  her  mother's  wrinkles  deepen, 
While  her  broken-spirited  sister  fears 
To  sing  as  she  prepares  the  meals. 
Still  he  sat — few  words  were  said, 
Though  oft  he  fain  would  speak  : 
"  Have  you  heard  of  Maryanrie  ?" 
Her  mother  cried  at  last 
As  with  frail  hand  his  stalwart  arm 
She  seized,  but  he  was  mute  ; 
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And  when  he  spoke  his  words  fell  dead, 

Like  an  echo  of  her  constant  thoughts. 

Her  hand  slid  from  his  arm,  she  leant 

Quietly  over  the  fire  ; 

Anon  a  tear  was  heard 

To  hiss  on  the  burning  coals, 

As  spired  away  the  feeble  smoke 

Through  the  roofs  dark  chimney-gap 

(A  sacrifice  of  suffering), 

To  the  stars  that  sparkled  high. 

x. 

Bring  me  wine  at  eventide, 

And  poppy-juice  to-morrow ! 
Can  I  forget  the  courtly  pride, 

Or  go  to  bed  with  sorrow? 

They  called  me  Marian  the  knave, 

Marian  the  fortunate  ! 
How  kind  unto  the  woman-slave 

To  bid  her  thank  her  fate. 
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Bring  me  wine  !   it  may  not  be 
That  I  throw  up  the  game, 

Nor  sink  to  scorn  contentedly 

With  a  brain  and  a  heart  of  flame. 

I  am  forsaken  :   not  a  wheel 

Eings  on  the  causeway-stones  ; 

Bring  wine !   in  laughter  let  me  reel, 
Lest  the  vile  may  say — she  moans. 

Bring  me  wine  at  eventide, 

And  poppy-juice  to-morrow  ! 

Shall  I  forget  the  days  of  pride, 
Or  go  to  bed  with  sorrow  ? 

XI. 

Age — Twenty-four. 

"  How  are  you,  Archer  ?   shall  we  ride 
An  hour  together  this  fine  evening? 
People  seem  enfranchised,  winged, 
Like  a  colony  of  birds 
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Circling  about  the  tree-tops  for  an  hour 

Before  they  dive  into  their  nests. 

Have  you  heard  of  Marian  ? 

They  say  no  one  can  know 

Where  she  has  sunk  since  Thorn,  your  friend, 

Left  her  and  his  debts  together." 

She  had  no  wit,  no  management, 

It  might  have  been  presaged  ; — 

I  fear  she  never  will  retrieve  ; 

She  meets  the  rapids  in  the  stream  : 

The  world's  eye  now  will  turn  on  her 

Like  slingers  from  an  old  town-wall 

Inflicting  useless  wounds." 

While  thus  they  ride  and  speculate 
On  her  fate  with  listless  ease, 
Where  is  she,  and  what  doth  she  ? 
Can  we  find  her  if  we  search  ? 
Venture  down  that  lane,  for  guide 
Take  the  policeman.     In  that  house 
Where  lights  flare  all  night  long, 
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Here  ye  her  voice,  like  lyre-strings  once, 
Now  screaming  in  spite  and  rage. 

'Tis  Sunday  morning,  almost  day, 
Though  pale  and  cold   and  blue  : 
Hovering  pigeons  venture  down 
On  the  noiseless  streets  to  glean  ; 
The  steeple-clock  chimes  slow  and  loud  ; 
Doth  she  sit  still,  or  hath  she  slunk 
To  her  couch  to  wake  or  sleep  ? 
Neither  ;  she  snores  upon  the  floor, 
With  the  flask  beside  her  head. 

XII. 

What  is  love  ?     The  fevered  hand, 
The  palpitating  heart, 
The  visions  light  as  airy  bells, 
That  buoy  the  inexperienced  wish, 
And  clothe  in  transient  paradise 
The  common  life  of  every  day, 
Until  necessity  becomes  a  pain  ; 
When  the  voice  is  only  heard  in  song, 
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Deliciously  exulting,  like  a  bird 
Full  of  summer's  golden  hours, — 
Or  weeping  passionately  loud 
Unto  the  pillowed  night  ? 
And  is  this  love  ? 
Shy  girlhood  answers  "yes." 
Or  is  it  the  gentler  harmony 
Of  mind  and  act  and  hope, — 
A  welding  up  of  careworn  truths 
With  all  the  beautiful  and  good, — 
A  binding  link  of  confidence, — 
A  staff  in  the  traveller's  hand, 
A  music  to  the  soldier's  march 
That  charms  his  weariness, — 
An  interbreath  of  soul  with  soul 
Of  which  all  life  is  typical  ? 
Oh,  such  hath  our  God  made  love  ! 
He,  the  youth  who  wooed  of  old, 
Her  who  is  now  forgot  by  all, 
What  time  the  cricket's  chirm  succeeds 
The  grasshoppers,  wends  towards  his  home, 
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A  man,  a  home  of  every  day. 
He  knows  the  window  and  the  light 
That  shines  from  it  he  knows  : 
Each  thing  within  the  room  so  well 
He  knows  its  face,  so  long  has  known, 
It  seems  a  household  god  that  claims 
His  reverence  or  his  care. 
He  doffs  his  shoes  contentedly, 
And  draws  his  seat  beside  the  fire  ; 
Slumber  is  on  his  child,  his  dame 
Sews  tiny  frills  that  it  may  wear, 
As  ever-anon  she  turns  a  glance 
Upon  its  open-mouthed  repose. 
Happy  he  seems  with  a  quiet  peace, — 
But  toils  he  not  by  the  loom  all  day  ? 
Aye,  and  each  hour  is  as  a  wedge 
To  steady  his  advance  to  age, 
When  around  him  shall  have  grown 
Stalwart  sons  with  shoulders  broad, 
And  daughters  with  long  Eve-like  hair, 
And  noiseless  step  along  the  floor. 
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The  blind  child-god  of  love  hath  lent 

His  wings  unto  the  hours,  and  smiles 

As  they  hurry  past  like  bees. 

Love  !   whom  Anacreon's  nymphs  scarce  pleased, 

Who  listened  to  Arcadian  lutes 

And  thought  them  wearisome, — 

Unto  the  shuttle  lends  his  ear  ! 


xm. 

Age — Twenty-Jive. 

Down  the  wet  pavement  gleam  the  lamps, 

While  the  wind  whistles  past  them  shrill  ; 

A  distant  heel  rings  hurrying  home, 

It  lessens  into  stillness  now, 

And  she  is  left  alone. 

The   rain-drops  from  the  eves  are  blown 

Against  her  face  :  she  turns  ; 

The  wind  lifts  up  her  dripping  scarf, 

Faded  now  with  its  ragged  fringe, 

And  flings  it  over  her  head. 
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Her  lips  are  sharp,  as  if  a  scorn 

Of  our  humanity  had  shrunk 

And  bitten  them  ;    her  eyes — 

They  are  not  sunk,  for  generous  care 

Is  not  her  misery, 

They  never  weep,  for  she  can  think 

Of  her  childhood  while  she  laughs, 

But  they  are  blind  and  insolent. 

And  is  this  Maryanne  the  mild  ? 

Can  it  indeed  be  she  ? 

What  is  sin  and  what  is  shame  ? 

The  brutish  and  the  ignorant 

Say  she  hath  borne  them  both. 

But  why  measure  blood  in  a  carved  wine-cup, 

Or  blame  the  blind  altho'  he  laugh 

While  funcrd  mutes  pass  by  ? 

Then  whose  tLo  sin  and  whose  the  shame 

That  the  ignorant  say  are  hers  ? 

Can  the  outcast  retrace  her  steps  ; 

Would  any  mourn  with  her,  although 

She  washed  the  earth  with  tears 
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From  a  rent  and  festering  heart  ? 

The  human  voice  no  music  brings 

To  her,  and  the  sun  but  shines 

That  the  shadow  where  she  sits  may  be 

More  dense,  that  she  may  feel  the  light 

In  which  the  spider  spins, 

Can  unenlivening  fall  on  such 

As  have  a  soul.     Yet  hark  !   she  sings, 

She  sings  as  she  wanders  by. 

XIV. 

11  Out  of  my  house  1 "  a  screeching  tongue 
Rings  through  the  turnpike  stair. 
With  swollen  eyes,  and  bloodless  lips 
That  would  have  uttered  curses 
Had  she  dared  to  speak  at  all, 
A  woman  staggers  into  light, 
And  crawls  away  again. 
She  is  a  spot  upon  the  sun, 
A  foul  thing  on  the  street, 
A  blight  on  the  fields,  a  hateful  sore 
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Unto  her  sister  woman  : 

Without  a  friend,  a  child,  a  home, — 

Without  the  power  to  cling  to  them, 

Albeit  she  had  them  all. 

Stand  up  in  the  face  of  heaven,  and  ask 

Why  art  thou  punished  thus  ? 

The  smoke  of  the  chimneys  rises  straight 
And  glowing  in  the  yellow  rays  of  even, 
That  strike  athwart  their  dusky  tops 
And  skimmer  on  the  gilded  balls  of  spires, 
Or  western  windows  like  a  holiday. 
The  hum  of  men  decreases,  and  the  sharp 
Shrill  tongue  of  childhood  now  is  heard  alone, 
Until  the  mother  from  her  window  calls 
"To  bed."     On  saunters  Maryanne. 
Once-a-time,  the  harvest-queen, 
She  bore  the  last  bunch  home, 
With  honesty  and  admiration  rife 
Among  her  followers  : 
Once-a-time  her  necklace  was  of  gold, 
Or  triple  gilt  at  least, — 
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When  a  gleam  of  her  silken  sock  had  drawn 
The  sighing  furnace  to  a  glow. 

She  leaned  herself  against  the  wall, 

And  longed  for  drink  to  slake  her  thirst 

And  memory  at  once. 

A  band  of  girls  were  at  their  play 

Beside  her  ;  in  the  midst  sat  one, 

And  many  hand  in  hand  advanced 

Before  her  and  retired 

At  each  rhyme  as  they  sang. 

1. 

Water,  water  wall-flower, 
Growing  up  so  high, 
We  are  all  maidens, 
We  must  all  die. 
In  especial  Mary  Anna, 
She  is  the  whitest  flower  ; 
She  can  skip  and  she  can  sing, 
And  ding  us,  ding  us  ower  ! 
G 
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2. 

A  dis,  a  dis  o'  green  grass, 

A  daisy  dis,  a  dis  ! 

Come  all  ye  pretty  maidens 

And  dance  along  with  this. 

And  you  shall  have  a  duck  so  blue, 

And  you  shall  have  a  drake, 

And  you  shall  have  a  pretty  young-man 

A  dancing  for  your  sake. 

She  heard  them  as  they  sang,  she  stood 
As  she  were  dead  while  still  they  sang  ; 
Then  in  her  utter  abandonment 
She  loathed  their  loveliness. 


xv. 

Age —  Unknown. 

A  white-washed  chamber  wide  and  long, 
With  unscreened  pallets  placed  in  rows, 
Each  tenanted  by  pain. 
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In  the  first  a  grey-haired  woman,  tho' 

Still  almost  youthful  :  in  the  next 

A  girl  with  yellow  teeth  and  eyes, 

And  lips  as  blue  as  heaven  ! 

One  form  is  there  we  have  marked  before, 

Whose  merriment  we  have  heard.     My  God  ! 

And  yet  perhaps  'tis  her  best  bourne  : 

She  shall  not  live  to  fight  with  dogs 

For  bones  on  the  nightly  causeway, 

Or  gather  ashes  thrifty  wives 

May  fling  from  their  hearthstones. 

She  may  die  !  the  board  is  sawn 

And  blackened,  and  the  turf 

Is  soon  rent  up  to  lay  her  down  : 

While  forms  as  fair,  as  gleesome  hearts, 

As  blindly  shall  succeed  her, — place 

Their  feet  where  she  hath  trod, — amid 

Like  laughter  shut  their  eyes, — and  then 

Fill  this  her  mattress,  thus,  with  shaven  crowns. 

And  fathers  still  will  shake  their  heads  ; 
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And  youths  who  have  not  souls,  have  beards  ; 
And  scribes  and  pharisees  cross  the  way  ; 
And  country  queans  at  harvest  home 
Blush  if  they  do  not  dance  in  silk  ; 
And  every  lamp  on  every  street 
Light  them  like  Maryanne. 
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This  is  the  yeoman's  country  :  every  man 

Hath  his  own  steading,  his  own  field,  his  garth, 

And  share  of  common  and  of  moss,  wherefrom 

He  cuts  his  winter's  fuel,  building  up 

The  russet  stack  above  his  gable  thatch. 

Look  through  that  straggling  unpruned  hedge,  you'll  see 

One  of  those  sinewy  Saxons,  such  an  one, 

From  sire  to  son,  perhaps  hath  till'd  that  mould, 

For  these  five  hundred  years  ;  that  rough-hewn  block 

Of  timber  plays  the  part  of  harrow  here. 

And  now  we  reach  the  turn  I  told  you  of, 
Close  to  our  journey's  end.     The  violets 
Are  just  as  thick  as  ever,  and  beneath 
The  rooty  sand-bank  those  white  embers  show 
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•A-  gyPsey's  bivouac  has  but  late  been  here. 
And  there  is  this  old  village,  with  its  wide 
Irregular  path,  its  rattling  streamlet  bridged 
Before  each  cottage  with  loose  planks  or  stones, 
And  all  the  geese  and  ducks  that  have  no  fear 
Of  strangers,  the  wide  smith's  shop  and  the  church 
Whose  grey  stone  roof  is  within  reach  of  hand. 
A  fit  place  for  an  artist  to  be  reared, 
Not  a  great  Master  whose  vast  toils  unshared 
Add  to  the  riches  of  the  world,  rebuild 
God's  house,  and  clothe  with  prophets  walls  and  ro 
Defending  cities  as  a  pastime,  such 
We  have  not !   but  the  homlier  heartier  hand 
That  gives  us  landscapes  with  their  rustics'  lives. 
There  is  his  forebears'  house  ;  none  other  claims 
Such  garden  ground  and  wicket.     We  last  met 
In  London  :   I've  heard  since  he  had  returned 
Homeward  less  sound  in  health  than  when  he  reach 
That  athlete's  theatre,  well  termed  the  grave 
Of  reputations.     Now  refreshed  again 
Let's  hope  to  find  him. 
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Thus  conversing  stept 

Two  townsmen  forward  :   men  whose  usual  ways 
Were  through  the  thick  of  life  ;  who  had  sought  out 
And  clasped  each  others  hands  with  friendliest  clasp, 
And  who  had  now  right  willingly  exiled 
Themselves  together  in  those  summer  days, 
To  harbour  in  a  tile-floored  village  inn. 
Straight  through  the  wicket  passed  they,  and  before 
The  pent-roofed  door  stood  knocking  :  all  was  still  : 
Through  the  low  parlour  window  books  were  seen 
Upon  the  little  settle,  and  some  pots 
With  flowers,  a  birdcage  hung  too  without  song 
Close  to  the  window  ;   round  them  noontide  glowed 
So  gladsomely,  the  leaves  were  every  one 
Glistening  and  quivering  and  the  hosts  of  gnats 
Wove  in  the  shades,  but  all  within  seemed  dark 
And  dead.     A  quick  light  foot  is  heard,  and  there, 
Before  them  stood  a  maiden  in  the  shine 
That  fell  upon  her  chesnut  hair  like  fire. 

How  winsome  fair  she  was  'tis  hard  to  tell  1 
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For  she  was  strong  and  straight,  like  a  young  elm, 
And  without  fear,  although  she  halted  there 
Answering  with  coy  eyes  turned  towards  the  ground 
Yet  not  embarassed,  while  she  told  the  tale 
Of  the  sick  man.     Then  felt  the  strangers  free 
To  look  upon  her  :  her  tall  neck  was  tinged 
With  brown  and  bore  her  small  head  lightly  like 
The  head  of  a  giraffe  ;  her  saffron  jupe 
Tied  loosely  pe'r  the  bosom  fell  in  folds 
Over  her  lithe  waist,— but,  as  hath  been  said, 
How  winsome  fair  she  was  'twas  hard  to  tell. 
I  might  describe  her  from  the  head  succinct, 
Even  to  the  high-arched  instep  of  her  foot, 
And  all  in  vain  :  the  sincere  soul,  the  full 
Yet  homely  harmony  she  bore  with  her, 
Moved  me  like  the  first  sight  of  the  sea, 
And  made  me  think  of  old  queens,  Guenevere, 
Or  maid  Rowena  with  her  "  waes-hail,"  or 
Aslauga  whom  the  Sea-king  chanced  upon, 
Keeping  her  sheep  beside  Norse  waves,  the  while 
She  made  her  matin  mirror  in  the  stream. 
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The  artist  was  not  there  to  welcome  them, 
That  much  was  plain  ;    and,  more,  the  life  of  home 
Was  not  for  him  ;  Elspeth,  the  crazed  beldame 
O'  the  village,  shouted  and  sang  by  sometimes, 
And  that  he  could  not  bear.     This  and  much  else, 
At  the  hedge  ale-house,  while  the  friends  regaled 
By  the  wide  chimney  where  the  brown  turf  burned, 
And  daylight  glinted  down,  they  heard.     But  still 
As  of  the  damsel  thought  they  most,  one  cried — 
"I  could  have  ta'en  her  head  between  my  hands 
And  kissed  it  on  the  crown — she  is  so  wise, 
I'm  sure  she  never  would  have  thought  it  strange." 
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"  O,  never  shall  any  one  find  you  then  ! " 

Said  he  merrily  pinching  her  cheek, 
"  But  why  ?"   she  asked,  he  only  laughed, 

"  Why  shall  it  be  thus,  now  speak  ! " 
"  Because   so  like  a  bird  art  thou, 

Thou  must  live  within  green  trees, 
With  nightingales  and  thrushes  and  wrens, 
And  the  humming  of  wild  bees." 

Oh,  the  shower  and  the  sunshine  every  day. 
Pass  arid  pass,  be  ye  sad,  be  ye  gay. 
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[<Nay,  nay,  you  jest,  no  wren  am  I, 

Nor  thrush  nor  nightingale, 
And  rather  would  keep  this  arras  and  wall 

'Tween  me  and  the  wind's  assail. 
I  like  to  hear  little  Minnie's  gay  laugh, 

And  the  whistle  of  Japes  the  page, 
Or  to  watch  old  Madge  when  her  spindle  twirls, 
And  she  tends  it  like  a  sage." 

Oh  the  leaves,  brown,  yellow,  and  red,  still  fall, 
Fall  and  fall  over  churchyard  or  hall. 

"Yea,  yea,  but  thou  art  the  world's  best  Rose, 

And  about  thee  flowers  I'll  twine, 
And  wall  thee  round  with  holly  and  beech, 

Sweet-briar  and  jessamine." 
u  Nay,  nay,  sweet  master,  I'm  no  rose 

But  a  woman  indeed,  indeed, 
And  love  many  things  both  great  and  small, 
And  of  many  things  more  take  heed." 

Oh,  the  shower  and  the  sunshine  every  day, 
Pass  and  pass,  be  ye  sad,  be  ye  gay. 
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"  Aye,  sweetheart,  sure  thou  sayest  soothy 

I  think  thou  art  even  so  ! — 
But  yet  needs  must  I  dibble  the  hedge, 

Close  serried  as  hedge  can  grow. 
Then  Minie  and  Japes  and  Madge  shall  be 

Thy  merry-mates  all  day  long, 
And  ever  shalt  hear  my  bugle-call 
For  matin  or  even-song." 

Oh  the  leaves,  brown,  yellow,  and  red,  still  fall 
Fall  and  fall  over  churchyard  or  hall. 

"  Look  yonder  now,  my  blue-eyed  bird, 

See'st  thou  aught  by  yon  far  stream  ? 
There  shalt  thou  find  a  more  curious  nest 

Than  ever  thou  saw'st  in  dream." 
She  followed  his  finger,  she  looked  in  valny 

She  saw  not  the  bower  at  all, 
But  at  his  beck  came  a  litter  on  wheels, 

Screened  by  a  red  silk  caul  ; 
He  lifted  her  in  by  her  lily-white  handr 
So  left  they  the  blythe  sunny  wall. 

Oh,  the  shower  and  the  sunshine  every  day, 
Pass  and  pass,  be  ye  sad,  be  ye  gay. 
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The  gorse  and  ling  are  netted  and  strong, 

The  coneys  leap  everywhere, 
The  wild  briar-roses  by  runnels  grow  thick  ; 

Seems   never  a  pathway  there. 
Then  come  the  dwarf  oaks  knotted  and  wrung 

Breeding  apples  and   mistletoe, 
And  now  tall  elms  from  the  wet  mossed  ground 

Straight  up  to  the  white  clouds  go. 

Oh  the  leaves,  brown,  yellow,  and  red,  still  fall 
Fall  and  fall,  over  churchyard  and  hall. 

"  O  weary  hedge,  O  thorny  hedge  ! " 

Quoth  she  in  her  lonesome  bower, 
"  Round  and  round  it  is  all  the  same, 

Days,  weeks,  have  all  one  hour  ; 
I  hear  the  cushat  far  overhead, 

From  the  dark  heart  of  that  plane, 
Sudden  rushes  of  wings  I  hear, 
And  silence  as  sudden  again. 

Oh,  the  shower  and  the  sunshine  every  day, 
Pass  and  pass,  be  ye  sad,  be  ye  gay. 
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Maiden  Minnie  she  mopes  by  the  fire, 

Even  now  in  the  warmth  of  June, 
I  like  not  Madge  to  look  in  my  face, 

Japes  now  hath  never  a  tune. 
But  0,  he  is  so  kingly  strong, 

And,  0  he  is  kind  and  true  ; 
Shall  not  my  babe,  if  God  cares  for  me, 

Be  his  pride  and  his  joy  too. 

Oh  the  leaves,  brown,  yellow,  and  red,  still  f; 
Fall  and  fall  over  churchyard  and  hall. 

I  lean  my  faint  heart  against  this  tree 

Whereon  he  hath  carved  my  name, 
I  hold  me  up  by  this  fair  bent  bough, 

For  he  held  once  by  the  same  ; 
But  every  thing  here  is  dank  and  cold, 

The  daisies  have  sickly  eyes, 
The  clouds  like  ghosts  down  into  my  prison 

Look  from  the  barred-out  skies. 

Oh  the  shower  and  the  sunshine  every  day 
Pass  and  pass,  be  ye  sad,  be  ye  gay. 
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I  tune   my  lute  and  I  straight   forget, 

Though  it  weighs   down   my  neck,  woe's   me, 
Till  it  feebly   moans  to   the    sharp    short   giists 

Aye   rushing   from  tree   to   tree. 
Often   that   single   redbreast   comes 

To   the  sill  where  my  Jesu  stands, 
I  speak  to   him   as   to   a   child,   he   flies, 

Afraid  of  these   poor   thin   hands  ! 

Oh  the  leaves,  brown,  yellow,  and  red,  still  fall 
Fall  and  fall  over  churchyard  and  hall. 

The    golden    evening  burns   right    through 

My   dark  chamber  windows  twain  : 
I  listen,  all  round  me  is  only  a  grave, 

Yet  listen   I   ever  again. 
Will   he   come  ?    I   pluck  the  flower-leaves  off, 

And  at  each,  cry,  yes,  no,  yes, 
I  blow  the  down  from  the  dry  hawk  weed, 
Once,  twice,  hah  !   it  flies   amiss  ! 

Oh  the  shower  and   the   sunshine  every  day 
Pass  and  pass,  be  ye  sad,  be  ye   gay, 
t 
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Hark  !   he   comes  !   yet  his  footstep   sounds 

As   it  sounded    never  before  ! 
Perhaps  he  thinks  to  steal  on  me, 

But  I'll  hide  behind  the   door." 
She   ran,  she    stopped,  stood  still  as  stone — 

It  was   Queen  Eleanore, — 
And  at  once   she   felt  what  sudden  death 

The    hungering  she-wolf  bore! 

Oh  the  leaves,  brown,  yellow,  and  red,  still 
Fall   and  fall  over   churchyard  and  hull. 
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GREEN  CHERRIES. 

The  season  had  been  late  :    Spring  lagging  long, — 
Not  like  the  rosy-cheeked  lithe  Columbine 
We  see  her  pictured,  but  with  frost-filled  hair, 
And  sad  scared  eyes,  had  cowered  beneath  the  eaves 
From  the  sharp-biting  blasts  and  drifting  rains. 
Yet  in  the  heart  of  nature  the  great  change 
Had  been  effected,  and  one  morn  in  June 
Suddenly  all  the  clouds  were  carol  filled, 
Every  road  dried  and  freckled  with  sunshine, 
Every  flower  full-blown,  both  by  hedge  and  garth, 
Every  tree  heavy.     So  I  said,  this  day 
Is  the  year's  May-day,  and  I  straight  went  forth 
The  nighest  way  unto  the  loneliest  fields. 
Two  hours  or  so  it  might  be  from  the  town, 
i 
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Before  a  trusty  friend's  well-built  gateway 

I  found  myself,  and  entered,  though  I  knew 

That  he  would  not  be  there  ;    unfortunate 

Son  of  dame  Fortune  he,  who  sits  all  day 

With  wits  repressed  and  sharp  pen,  gain  and  loss 

His  nether  lip  developing. 

I  swung 

The  gate  and  entered.     All  along  the  edge 
Of  the  bright  gravel  fallen  lilac  blooms 
Or  white  hawthorn  were  scattered,  and  small  group 
Of  silver  toadstools  showed  where  showers  had  lain, 
Under  the  wavering  shades  of  trees  I  turned, 
Skirting  the  garden  with  its  boxwood  bends, 
Its  rhododendron  and  its  peony 
Flaming  beneath  the  sunshine,  and  at  length 
Rested  upon  an  orchard  arbour  seat. 

All  over  bench  and  table,  ground  and  sward, 
The  young  green  cherries  lay,  yet  overhead 
Glittering  like  beads  they  still  seemed  thick  as  lea^v 
Upon  the  boughs.     And   young  green  apples  too 
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Scattered  by  prodigal  winds  peeped  here  and  there, 
Among  the  clover.     Through  the  black  boughs  shone 
Clouds  of  a  white  heat,  in  the  cold  blue  depths 
Poised  steadily,  and  all  about  them  rang 
Those  songs  of  skylarks.     Other  sounds  were  there  ; 
The  click  mistimed  of  hedge-shears  ;   the  brave  bee 
Passing  with  trumpet  gladness  ;  and  the  leaves 
Hushing  against  each  other.     Soon  this  way 
Along  the  further  hedge-tops  came  the  shears  ; 
Two  wielding  arms  assiduous  and  a  face, 
The  prickly  screen  disclosed.     Far  down  the  line 
By  slow  degrees  went  shears  and  arms,  while  I 
Marked  the  still  toppling  twigs,  until  at  length 
They  passed  beyond  the  fruit-trees,  and  I  turned 
To  other  themes.     Above  the  flowering  beds 
Of  lupin  and  chill  iris  rose  the  house, — 
There  is  the  chamber-window  of  my  friend, 
There  Harriet's,  vacant  now  with  casements  thrown 
Wide  open,  their  white  curtains  driven  about  ; 
And  see  within  that  other  tightly  closed, 
The  old  dame  sits  intent  on  stocking  wires. 
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A  casual  passing  picture  !    strange  it  bides 
Perennial  with  me  yet  !     This  little  sprig 
Of  three  green  cherries,  what  may  it  concern 
The  universal  heart  ? 

And  yet  the  eye 

Sees  only  what  the  mind  perceiyes     The  heart 
Hath  its  supreme  perceptions.     We  retain 
Deepest  impressions  from  most  trivial  things  ; 
They  are  the  daily  food  God  serves  us  with  : 
Some  future  poet  shall  find  fit  airs  for  them 
And  touch  the  nerve  of  life.     For  yet  shall  come 
The  Poet,  such  an  one  as  hath  not  yet 
Entered  his  sickle  in  those  great  corn-fields 
Whence  comes  the  spiritual  bread.     Not  battle  deaths 
Nor  mere  adventures,  nor  rank  passions  moved 
By  vulgar  things  shall  he  sing  ;    nor  shall  prate 
With  vague  loose  phrase  of  Nature  :    he  shall  see 
The  inexorable  step-dame  as  she  is, 
A  teacher  blind,  whose  task-work  and  closed  door, 
Body  and  soul  we  strive  against  !    O    world,- — 
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The  Poet  of  the  future,  welcome  him  ! 
When  he  appears. 

I  left  my  reverie 

Within  the  arbour,  threw  the  green  fruit  back, 
Crossed  the  scythed  lawn  and  threshold,  for  the  door 
Stood  hospitably  open  ;    none  I  met, 
Nor  had  I  any  errand  maid  or  man 
Could  answer  :    on  the  wellknown  table  stood 
Bread  cut  in  shives  and  wine.     Then  I  put  off 
My  hat  before  this  sacrament  and  eat, 
And  called  aloud  that  I  might  even  perforce 
Be  courteous  and  give  thanks,  but  no  one  came. 
So  thence  departing,  said  I,  "Every  home 
Is  thus  enchanted  rightly  understood," 
And  fared  right  on  for  many  miles  that  day, 
Picking  up  thoughts  like  wild-flowers  by  the  path  ; 
Some  of  them  coarse  and  prickly,  some  sweet-breathed, 
But  none  of  them  were  homeward  borne  save  those 
I  have  recounted  in  these  lines,  my  friend  ! 
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MONODY. 

Eternity  is  silent  and  serene, 

As  the  illimitable  depth  of  heaven, 

That  presses  round  the  earth  on  winter  nights. 

Man  comes  and  goes  like  the  successive  clouds 

Over  the  moon,  that  come  from  the  obscure, 

And  are  found  only  in  the  white  queen's  path, 

One  instant  seen,  then  gone  for  ever  more. 

He  died — but  while  he  lived,  sweet  poetry 
Was  ever  his  close  friend  :   to  me  he  came 
As  a  disciple  ;    what  I  could  I  gave. 
But  he  was  richer  ;    honey  of  the  heart 
Was  ever  in  his  gift,  imaginings 
Of  purity  were  ever  round  him  ;    life 
Was  all  before  him  in  its  unknown  hopes. 
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How  have  they  vanished  !   but  few  weeks  are  gone 
Since  here,   at  this  same  hour,  his  pleasant  eyes 
Were  lifted  unto  mine  (soul-breathing  eyes 
Were  his,  and  early  in  his  fluent  mind 
Was  young  thought  working).     Gentle  boy,  this  day 
What  is  he,  or  where  is  he?   where  the  web 
Of  reason  he  was  weaving  round  himself? 

With  sad  resolve,  I  looked  upon  his  face 
When  the  white  sheet  was  round  him.     At  his  head 
His  mother  placed  a  light.     My  tears  might  well 
Excuse  hers — heart-sick  mother  !     How  that  eye 
Was  changed,  and  the  lips — I  knew  him  not  ; 
It  was  not  he,  'twas  not  the  inspired  boy  ; 
Glory  was  gone,  earth  unto  earth  was  left. 

Had  he  but  lived,  oh,  had  a  kind  star  smiled 
Upon  his  couch  that  he  had  risen  again  ! 
But  memory  shall  forget  him,  too  ;   e'en  now 
It  matters  but  to  few.     The  grasshopper 
Is  in  the  turf ;   the  dew  is  on  the  blades  ; 
The  worm  beneath  ;    the  butterfly  above  ; 
And  the  white  moon  is  in  her  sphere  the  same. 


G4  MONODY. 

He  is  gone  from  us  :   his  name  on  a  book, 
With  a  few  lines  beneath,  to  say  that  he 
Had  loved  that  book,  is  all  remains  of  him. 
Strange  thought  comes  o'er  us  when  we  trace  the  line; 
Writ  by  a  hand  that  now  is  dust  :   we  scarce 
Believe  such  change  can  be  ;   but  so  it  is, 
And  it  is  well,  since  there's  a  heaven  beyond. 

Yes,  it  is  well  !   hard  fate  of  penury 

Had  claimed,  as   it  was,  his  transient  span  ; 

'Tis  well,  for  he  was  born  to  fight  strong  foes  : 

'Tis  well,  the  smoking  flax  is  quenched,  the  breath 

Of  the  small  sacrifice  hath  gone  up,  and 

The  lamb  hath  ceased  to  struggle  at  the  shrine. 

The  Universal  Spirit  gives  and  takes. 


SUNDAY  MORNING  ALONE. 

Inscribed  to  Dr.  J.  J.  G.  Wilkinson. 

Morning  and  noon  and  evening  every  day  ! 
Morning  and  noon  and  evening,  week  by  week 
And  month  by   month  and  year  by  year  return, 
Without  an  end  or  pause.     The  mill-stream  flows 
Continuous  and  the  wheel  turns  ;  belt  and  wheel 
Overhead  circle,  vexed  waves  roar  and  boil 
In  black  night  underneath,  and  all  that  flows 
Into  the  watchful  sack  is  scarcely  more 
Than  needful  for  each  day's  void  kneading-trough* 
The  garments  cast  last  night  next  morn  we  don, 
Even  till  our  three-score  years  :  for  gains  quick-spent, 
And  still  for  gains  to  spend,  our  lives  burn  down, 
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And  the  dried  heart  cries  out — How  long,  how  long 
Until  the  vintage-time  of  life's  year  come  ! 
For  still  some  guest  unanswered  and  unbidden 
In  our  soul's  prison  waits  with  lidless  eyes 
Turned  we  know  not  wherefore  towards  the  future. 

Here  sit  I  now  this  cool  spring  morn,  with  hands 
And  thoughts  all  free  and  unclaimed,  like  some  foo 
On  whom  hath  fallen  good  fortune,  or  a  king 
As  the  o'erworked  conceives  him  !   and  behold, 
The  Conscience  questions  and  almost  disowns 
Right  to  this  freedom  and  this  idlesse.     Why, 
Why  is  the  wheel  still  now  ?    it  asks, — the  stream, 
Why  sleeps  it  locked  and  limpid  in  the  sun  ? 
For  custom's  yoke  so  marks  the  neck  it  clothes, 
Its  absence  becomes  irksome,  and  the  Law, 
Blessed  or  accursed  we  say  not,  seems  for  man 
A  thunder- call  to  Action  ; — seems  indeed, 
As  much  else  seems,  but  is  not.     Let  us  rest, 
Now  and  then  rest,  and  make  time  wait  on  us, 
Holily  rest,  the  flowers  o'  the  field  and  we, 
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Being  again  twin-brothers  as  of  old 
'Neath  Eden's  cedar  shades. 

This  sabbath  morn 

The  wan  sun  coldly  shines,  yet  fields  and  roads, 
The  young  math  springing  through  the  hard  black  soil, 
The  market-cart  half  shedded,  and  the  stack 
Of  hay  now  cut  short  like  the  poor  man's  bread, 
Cheerily  glisten.     In  this  small  dull  room 
Steadily  beats  the  red  fire,  while  the  dog 
Winks  listlessly  before  it ;    winks  and  dreams, 
And  suddenly  looks  round  him  like  churched  boys 
Ashamed  to  nod.    Upon  this  window-sill 
The  sparrows  light  for  crumbs  laid  duly  there  ; 
Upon  the  topmost  withy  of  that  hedge 
Leafless  and  sharp  as  wire-work,  whistling  clear 
A  half-hour  since  a  blackbird  perched,  I  turned 
Startled   by  song,  too  sudden  turned  !     Within 
The  village  church  the  household  every  one 
Have  shut  themselves,  and  I  alone  remain 
Idle  and   free. 
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The  house  clock  throbs,  still  throbs, 
Heard  or  unheard  it  throbs.     'Tween  soul  and  sense, 
Peace  like  Death's  angel  conies.    From  earth  to  heaven 
A  mystic  forest  grows,  ascends,  shuts-out 
The  senses  on  themselves  with  fold  on  fold 
Of  falling  twilight.     Other  powers  awake 
Freed  from  the  girdling  tendons  of  this  world. 
As  one  whose  master  sleeps  may  dare  to  think 
Of  liberty  and  thereof  sings,  this  new 
Interior  life  Itself  sees  without  wonder, 
And  hears  its  own  thoughts  whispering  thus,  "  Behold 
Eternity's  sonorous  shores,  and  I 
Am  here."     The  Present  is  withdrawn,  the  Real 
Is  round  us  inexpressibly  :    it  seems 
That  the  breath  ceases  and  the  heart  stands  still, 
Or  as  in  sleep  we  are  removed  from  them, 
And  thereupon  the  Soul's  white  eyes  unclose 
Upon  the  sunless  ether. 

Such  a  glimpse 
Of  immaterial  things  men  oftimes  feel 
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In  silence,  mental  stillness,  nerve-repose, 

And  conscience  undisturbed.     It  flows  and  ebbs, 

Ebbs  utterly  away.     Could  we  but  press 

Right  through  these  crypts  unlit  of  Consciousness, — 

Seek  out  the  sanctum  whose  ineffable  flame 

Cannot  by  mortal  eyes  be  reached,  and  rend 

The  sensuous  veils  that  shelter  us  from  God  ! 

Could  we  but  press 

The  adventure  through  soul-instincts  such  as  these 

Both  eye  and  ear,  it   might  be,  would  wake  up 

To  an  unspeakable  energy,  and  heaven 

Open  as  to  the  dying  ! 

But  yet  why 

Thus  hastening  sunwards,  drop  the  priceless  threads 
Our  dear  earth-born  Arachne  weaves  for  us. 
One  great  tent-curtain  all  enfolds  ;   this  world 
All  other  worlds,  this  life,  all  other  lives, 
Like  echoes,  answer  each  to  each.     The  stars 
Are  seen  but  in  the  dark,  Force  shows  herself 
In  the  inert  on  all  sides  ;   nor  can  we 
Breathe  but  while  death  conspires  ;   and  only  here, 
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Here  where  black  earth  bears  heartsease,  human  eyes 
Converse,  and  passions  cling  with  burning  lips 
Dying  together  ;    here  where  autumn  suns 
Bronze  the  bread-yielding  sheaves,  and  leaves  of  tree 
Drop  to  the  evening  breezes,  while  the  brows 
Of  the  strong  reapers  melt,  or  their  hands  chill, 
Bearing  the  moonlit  scythe  or  sickle  home. 

All  things  are  types  and  symbols  :   earth  and  heaven 

Inhabit  each  the  other  :    and  all  creeds 

And  churches  crowning  the  hill-tops  of  time, — 

Pillars  of  fire  by  night,  of  cloud  by  day, 

Are  but  attempts  to  touch  the  symbolized. 


But  now  the  village  tongue  hath  been  let  loose, 
The  village  church  resigns  its  worshippers  : 
Staid  ancient  couples  maunder  past  ;    they  skirt 
The  well-known  fields  by  path-ways  ;    now  and  then 
Men  call  and  latches  clink,  and  childhood's  din 
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Rings  here  and  there.     The  winking  dog  starts  up, 

And  by  the  door  stands  with  fixed  eyes  and  ears  : 

Approaching  steps  are  heard  ;    the  tingling  rain 

Of  female  voices  o'er  the  threshold  falls  ! 

— Ah,  there  you  sit  ;   just  as,  three  hours  ago 

We  left  you.     The  old  vicar  preached,  good  soul  ; 

Corinthians,  fifteenth,  fifty-first,  that  grand 

Wonderful  verse — "  Behold,  a  mystery, 

We  shall  not  all  sleep,  we  shall  all  be  changed." 

A  swallow  had  got  in  ;   from  roof  to  roof 

It  flew,  oh,  fifty  times.     The  quire  to-day 

Really  sang  well,  it  did  one  good  to  hear, 

And  like  the  text  the  singers  sang,  "  Behold, 

We  shall  not  all  sleep,  we  shall  all  be  changed." 
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A  BRIDAL  RACE, 

Sir  Hubert  rode  his  gray  dappled  colt, 

Her  jennette  of  Spain  his  bride, 
"  My  winsome  Isabelle,  winsome  wife," 
Quoth  he,  "  let's  a  wager  ride  ! " 

Quoth  he,  "  Sweet  wife,  let  us  ride  a  race, 

And  this  shall  be  the  play, 
Whoever  wins  first  to  yon  haw-tree 

Shall  rule  both  night  and  day. 

"And  whether  we  live  in  the  country, 

Or  in  town  as  I  would  still, 
Whoever  wins  first  to  yon  haw-treey 
Shall  have  it  as  they  will." 
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"Done,"  said  she  with  a  light  high  laugh, 
"I'm  pleased  with  such  as  this, 
Let  us  sign  the  'pact ! "     She  leant  across, 
And  gave  him  a  flying  kiss. 


He  thought  to  catch  her  limber  waist, 

And  another  kiss  repay, 
But  she  gave  her  jennette  the  rein  at  once, 

She  was  off,  off  and  away, 

The  colt  he  shied,  the  colt  he  winced, 

On  galloped  she  merrilie, 
The  race  was  short  and  she  was  the  first, 

First  by  the  red  haw  tree. 

"Now  fie  upon  you,  winsome  wife," 

Cried  he,  "you  ride  unfair, 
For  with  that  kiss,  that  start  too  soon, 
You  took  me  unaware." 
L 
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"  What's  fair,"  quoth  she  with  her  light  high  laugh 
"  I  do  not  care  three  straws  ! 
O,  I  shall  rule,  O  yes,  I  shall  rule, 
But  you,  love,  shall  make  the  laws  !" 
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BEDE  IN  THE  NINETEENTH  CENTURY. 


Being  a  Monologue  of  that  industrious  scholar \  resuscitated 

at  the  call  of  Cardinal  Wiseman,  in  his  Discourse  on 

the.  opening  of  Hartlepool  Church,  August  1851. 


I. 

Ah,  holy  Christ  !   who  calls  me  now, 
Straining  the  skin  back  over  this  brow — 
Drawing  and  cording  together  the  bones 
With  strings  of  nerve  among  sand  and  stones  ?• 
Ah,  holy  Christ !   the  cups  of  joints 
Some  piercing  ichor  now  anoints  : 
And  conjured  from  far  parts  I  feel 
Working  hither  like  screws  of  steel 
Fragments  of  hands  and  toes.     Once  more 
The  body  of  death,  the  devil's  door, 
Receives  me,  and  I  strive  to  rise, 
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To  open  ears  and  open  eyes. 

I'm  no  more  passive  in  God's  hand, 

Lying  straight  in  heaven -land. 

Ah,  holy  Christ  !   if  it  be  thy  law 

That  I  the  blind  •  life-senses  draw 

Again  upon  me, — the  lusts  of  the  flesh, 

The  lusts  of  the  eye,  and  the  weary  mesh 

Of  cogitating,  learning,  preaching, — 

Shed  more  unction  on  my  teaching, 

Make  me  diligent  ;   not  slow 

Like  Alfin  who  could  hear  no  crow 

Of  morning  cock,  but  started  up 

At  the  first  clang  of  the  cook's  tin  cup. 

Oh,  this  wretched  body  of  death  ! 

I  clutch  about  me  scant  of  breath  ; — 

That  foot  still  swollen  too  ; — there's  no  lamp 

To  find  the  balsam  : — foul  and  damp 

Is  all  about  me,  certainly 

Shrivelled  will  all  the  parchment  be  : 

But  from  that  last  dear  task  I'm  free  ; 

Finished  the  Gospel  was,  clear-writ 
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In  linguam  vulgi  ere  the  fit 
Came  over  me  and  on  the  floor 
I  swooned  away — unlatch  the  door 
Or  I  shall  die  outright  !    oh  God — 
I  stand  sun-smitten  on  the  sod  I  % 
Kyrie  eleison  1 

ii. 

Where  then  is  Jarrow,  where  the  brave 
Stone  church  with  its  belfry  o'er  the  nave  ? 
Or  the  cloister  all  of  smooth  wrought  stone 
Outside  ?     Some  weird  hath  overthrown 
The  land,  I'm  not  myself,  that  stream 
Is  not  the  Tyne  !   the  Norseman's  gleam 
Of  sword  and  fire  must  have  shone  here 
If  this  be  Jarrow,  this  the  dear 
Candida  casa,  with  broad  roof- fall, 
And  two  glass  windows  painted  small 
And  beautiful.     Alas  for  all 
The  brethren  ;   for  old  Ulph  who  fought 
Hard  with  the  psalter,  yet  could  not 
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Learn  to  read,  and  Wulf  who  made 

My  bed,  good  man  !    and  for  long  years  laid 

My  needfuls  ready  for  me  so 

That  I  might  all  my  cares  bestow 

On  making  books.     Alas  and  wo 

For  all  the  books  !    the  penitential 

Reading  book,  missal  so  essential, 

Singing  book,  numeral  ;   all  gone — 

Bare  as  a  pagan  I  stand  alone  ! 

This  very  day  may  be  Easter  tide 

And  I  not  know  it  :  let  me  hide 

I'  the  grave  again,  for  I  have  lost 

Count  of  days,  yule,  pentecost, — 

And  fear  I  am  no  Christian  ghost, 

Not  Bede,  not  Bede. 

But  now  I  wake  :    I  now  behold  the  sky 

Blue  as  it  ever  was  ;    as  blue,  as  high  : 

And  great  clouds  lying  all  along  the  land 

Far  back  and  broken  waves  upon  the  strand 

Carelessly  churning  still.     Everywhere 

Are  life- sounds  filling  the  milk -warm  air, 
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The  spider's  warps  are  hung  out  on  each  bough, 

Clear  dew-pools  light  the  hollows  of  large  blades, 

Surely  the  year  is  ripe  to  autumn  now, 

An  autumn  seared  o'er  with  the  self-same  shades 

Once  knew  I  in  the  body  ;    and  the  sod 

Feels  to  the  foot  the  same,  each  clod 

Troubling  those  poor  feet  torn  by  flints 

And  thorns,  that  oftimes  left  their  prints 

Sea-filled  on  sands  or  in  the  marsh  frozen  black, 

'Tween  Wearmouth  and  sweet  Jarrow  hastening  back 

From  Benedict  to  Ceolfred  through  the  slack. 

in. 

A  thousand  years,  oh  Father,  in  thy  sight 
Are  as  one  day,  one  day  without  a  night  : 
The  outward  stream  of  things  for  ever  flows  : 
Whatever  lived  or  grew  still  lives  and  grows  : 
The  sensuous  vision  shines  as  erst  it  shone, 
And  I  am  here  to  sing  the  antiphone  : 
But  what  is  man  before  thee  and  his  ways, 
Yea,  even  the  sanctuary  and  the  shrine 
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By  which  he  clings  and  where-before  he  prays, 
Thereby  to  find  some  pass  to  the  divine  ? 
For  here  I  fall  back  through  a  yeast  of  years, 
The  expected  day  of  Doom  through  all  my  tears 
I've  seen  not :   Father  Peter  in  the  porch 
Of  God's  house,  nor  the  penitential  scorch 
Have  blessed  me,  but  I  shiver  as  of  old 
Weak  and  half  blind  and  cold. 

The  great  salt  sea  doth  answer  me  alone, 
Like  Tophet  against  heaven,  its  undertone 
Maintaining  evermore  against  the  song 
Of  earth  :    the  white  foam  blows  along 
These  unchanged  sands.     Ah,  now  I  see 
The  Tyne-mouth  rock  :    memory  returns  to  me  ! 
Now  shall  I  find  out  Jarrow,  and  again 
Turn  to  the  ink-horn  and  that  history 
Begun  long  since  :    how  shall  I  gain 
Tidings  of  all  the  change  gone  by 
While  I  have  slept  ? — but  patience  wears 
The  hardest  stone  through,  toils  and  cares 
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For  learning's  sake  are  treasury  stairs. 

On  I  fare, 

Utterly  new  things  everywhere. 

Lo  !   this  must  be  Jerusalem, 

Or  Eome  whose  sacred  bulwarks  stem 

The  Tyber's  waves  ;   among  the  cities  this 

Must  be  the  queen  o'  the  world,  to  kiss 

Whose  dust  kings  come,  and  I  am  thought 

Worthy  to  be  miraculously  brought 

Across  the  world  to  witness  its  return, 

And  to  record  the  same.     As  I  look  down, 

Long  painted  houses  swim  on  wheels, 

Burning  internally,  with  towers  of  smoke 

Rolled  out  behind  them  ;   hundreds  of  great  keels 

Masted  and  banner'd  broad  moles  choke 

With  merchandise  untold  ;  among 

Those  tall  glass-windowed  houses  throng 

Fair  women,  each  more  costly  in  her  gear 

Than  Benedict  himself,  whose  mass-cloths  dear 

To  us  from  Rome  came  :  on  both  hands 

M 
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Booths  with  raiments  from  all  strands, 

Perfumes  and  spices,  fruits  and  luxuries 

Unknown  to  me,  splendors  that  blind  the  eyes, 

And  make  the  heart  ache  with  too  much.      Anon 

Ravishing  music  from  the  pavement-stone 

Springs  up,  but  no  musician  I  discern — 

Only  a  shrine-like  hutch  dragged  by  three  hounds 

And  a  man  grinding  : — wonderous  quern, 

From  whence  such  wealth  of  goodliest  sounds 

Are  brought  so  fast  !    O  would  our  quair 

Had  known  such  help  !  or  it  is  the  snare 

Of  Satan,  ear-delusion,  vain 

As  goblin-gold  whose  only  gain 

Is  dry  leaves  !     Now  I  wander  o'er 

A  wilderness  of  smiths,  with  store 

Of  reeking  furnaces,  and  cells  made  bright 

By  magic  flames  withouten  candles,  white 

As  sunshine  :   faces  mild,  horned  hands, 

Have  these  men  !     Lo,  through  twilight  dim 

Comes  behemoth  or  unicorn, 

Screaming  like  the  foul  fiend's  hymn, 
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With  red  eyes  glaring  in  the  gloom, 

And  many  nostrils  snorting  spume  ; 

Behind  it  chariots  numberless, 

Windowed  and  gilt  and  bound  with  brass; 

Swift  as  a  storm,  they  pant  and  blow 

Along  their  iron  way  ;   now  slow, — 

And  docile  they  turn  round,  they  pause, 

And  from  each  chariot's  ample  jaws 

Wells  out  a  stream  of  folk.     Can  those 

Be  children  o'  the  Accursed  one, 

And  this  the  land  of  Babylon 

Apocalyptic,  mirth  and  ease, 

Gold  and  fine  linen,  mead  and  wine 

The  only  goods  ?     I  see  no  sign 

Of  faithful  souls,  of  holy  shrine, 

Of  learning,  the  priest's  divining  rod, 

And  yet  the  folk  seem  blessed  by  God, 

Terribly,  strangely  bless'd. 

But  I  am  wrong  !  right  fortunate 
Hath  been  my  sleep  so  long  and  late, 
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And  now  my  wakeing  when  the  land 

Seems  filled  with  power,  when  soul  and  hand 

Work  equally,  when  God's  ferule 

Seems  placed  within  man's  grasp,  to  school 

All  nature,  and  with  chains  anneal'd 

By  knowledge  bind  the  world. Around, 

From  pillared  vault  unto  the  ground, 

Treasuries  of  fair  books  arise 

Before  these  greedy  grave-cleansed  eyes. 

Books  great  and  small,  an  ampler  host 

Than  pope  or  patriarch  could  boast 

In  the  old  time  when  Jarrow  wall 

Eose  as  we  thought  so  fair  and  tall, 

And  I,  while  daylight  lasted,  wore 

These  fingers,  adding  to  our  scant  store 

Some  five  or  six.     Sure  now  I  see 

Learning,  the  priest's  divining  rod 

Hath  done  the  work,  and  under  God, 

Wrought  miracles,  cast  devils  out, 

And  brought  down  angels.     Fears  that  shout 

Through  wildering  mists,  and  hopes  that  crawl 
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By  the  foul  skirts  of  fears,  appal 

Not  now,  and  dreadfully  alone 

Man  kneels  or  works  before  the  throne  * 

Learning,  the  priest's  rod  no  more, 

Is  the  common  staff  in  every  hand, — 

Evil,  the  tree  of  knowledge  bore, 

And  now  bears  good,  by  which  men  stand 

Nearer  God's  face. 

Lo,  history 

Is  here  too,  sending  present  day 
Back  to  the  past  :    each  ancient  scribe 
Glozed  and  sifted  by  the  tribe 
Of  scholiasts,  for  the  incessant  years 
With  all  their  dusty  blank  arrears, 
Hath  changed  not  humanity 
Nor  any  law  man  liveth  by. 
Ah,  now  I  see  my  own  poor  name, 
My  own  books,  saved  from  out  the  flame 
That  tower  and  town  wreck'd,  graven  fair, 
Fairly  and  excellently  there  ; 


86  BI:DE  IN  THE  NINETEENTH  CENTUUY. 

Now  no  transcriber's  fingers  foul 

The  sheepskin  or  the  Latin  spoil  ! 

And  here  I  learn  what  time  hath  done 

Since  my  life  ceased  before  the  sun  : 

How  the  Pagan's  steel-scaled  arm 

Strikes  the  land  with  deadly  harm  ; 

And  Cuthbert's  corse  with  weary  hand 

Translate  they  to  the  Irish  strand  ; 

How  soon  again  the  cross  prevails, 

And  the  ship  of  the  church  puts  out  her  sails 

Gladdening  the  prosperous  centuries  : 

But  read  I  right  ?    the  people  cries 

Against  her,  she  no  more  gives  alms 

Of  spiritual  love-milk,  but  with  shalms 

And  pipings  drinks  the  secular  wine  : 

Eead  I  right  ?   now  clerk  and  lay 

Each  other  in  God's  name  burn  and  slay, 

While  o'er  these  foul  fires  rises  still 

A  light  as  of  the  judgment  day, 

As  of  God's  face  behind  a  hill, 

Before  which  all  else  wanes  away  ; 
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"  Freedom  of  faith  for  every  man, 
For  God  alone  can  bless  or  ban  ; 
Right  of  private  judgment."     Nay, 
Were  these  not  always  just  ?   again — 

"Reason,  this  life's  law,  we'll  maintain 
To  be  the  law  likewise  between 
Man  and  his  maker :   by  the  seen 
Measure  we  the  unseen" — These 
Are  terrible  words,  may  Christ  appease 
Such  questions  :   yet  all  round  I  see 
The  latest  still  is  wisest  in  all  gifts 
Experience  brings  to  our  humanity  : 
Surely  the  perilous  hill  of  Science  lifts 
Us  up  more  near  to  heaven  which  we  call  high. 
Surely  by  Excellence  in  my  old  dim  day, 
And  by  its  light  the  church  held  sway, 
And  certes  if  the  clerk  fall  off 
Behind  the  laic,  he  becomes  a  scoff. 
Surely  God's  word  is  not  as  our  to  hold 
One  meaning  only,  soon  effete  and  cold, 
But  shining  with  an  ever  young  bright  flame 
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It  must  illuminate  all  times  the  same. 

Listen  !   sweet  sounds  of  bells  !   oh  dearly  loved 

Sweet  sounds,  reproaching  me  that  I  have  roved 

Into  the  dangers  of  strange  Liberty, 

With  duties  self-sustained  so  dread  and  high. 

Let  me  be  guided,  goodly  sounds  of  bells  ! 

Back  like  a  thirsty  child  to  these  green  wells 

Whereat  its  mother,  its  young  heart  yet  calm, 

Taught  it  to  drink  from  hollowed  palm. 

Saintly  sound  !  I  cheerfully 

With  all  these  princely  people  follow  thee 

Up  those  wide  stretching  steps.     Beneath 

This  mighty  porch  I  hold  my  breath 

In  wonder  less  than  thankfulness 

That  I  once  more  my   God  confess. 

The  gathered  thousands,  each   and  all 

Hold  our  Lord's  Book   graven  small 

In  their  right  hands  ;    and  all  can  read  ! 

Let  me  rejoice  that  thus  the  seed 

I  tried  to  sow  hath  borne  so  well  : 
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Despite  the  powers  of  earth  and  hell. 
Each  man  a  clerk,  a  clerk  and  priest, — 
I  enter  to  the  sacred  feast — 
I  strive  to  enter,  strive  in  vain  : 
Some  hidden  girths  my  limbs  restrain  ! 

Ah  !    Holy  Christ,  I  faint  and  quail, 
As  if  under  the  wind  of  an  iron  flail, 
Holy  Jesu,  he  calls    again, 
Renewing  that  resurrection  pain, 
Dispersing  my  so  late-found  gain, 
Yoking  me  round  with  a  strangling   chain, 
Dragging  me  to  him  when  I  would  fain 
Rise  and  press  onward  :   against  my  will, 
As  a  staff  in  an  old  man's  hand  am  I 
Thrust  about  ingloriously, 
Perinde  cadaver  !— rrecross  I  the  hill, 
Back  to  the  sea-shore  forced  to  fly — 
Cardinal,  master! — there  he  stands 
With  rosy  face  and  large  red  hands, 
Clad  in  strange  scarlet  ! — all  beside 

N 
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Is  ancient  as  my  youth,  the  tide 

Of  the  world  hath  left   it  :    Woe's  me,  how 

That  symbol-speech   must  mumble  now  : 

The  bield  where  I  was  born  appears 

Revisited  in  these  full-grown  years 

Dwarfed  and  unseemly.     Woe  is  me  ! 

That  the  altar,  candles,  crucifix, 

The  embroidery,  the  bell,  the  pyx, 

Should  ever,  ever  seem  to  be 

Baubles  of  infancy.     And  I, — 

Am  I  not  welded  eternally 

Even  by  Death  to  these  ?   the  past 

Comes  round  and  round,  like  a  dark  cold  sea, 

Drowning  my  new  brave  Life  :    I'm  cast 

Mistily  sinking — oh,  my  God, 

Lay  me  again  beneath  the  sod. 
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MIDNIGHT. 

The  moon  without  smiles  young  and  cold, 

The  lamp  within  winks  yellow  and  old  ; 

The  floor  is  chequered  across  and  along, 

By  dark  lines  from  the  casement  sent, 

And  squares  like  hoar-frost  white  and  strong, 

The  lamp-light  over  the  table  is  spent, 

And  every  corner  of  the  room 

Hides  itself  in  hollow  gloom, 

Here  and  there  parts  looming  out, 

Dwarfs  and  goblins  all  about, 

Heads  and  elbows,  eyes  and  wings, 

And  those  misshapen  hints  of  things 

That  in  torn  hanging,  plastered  wall, 

Stained  leaf  or  crimson-hearted  fire 
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Never  end  and  never  tire. 

Now  we  close  our  book  and  lay 

Keluctant  still  the  pen  away  : 

Lifting  it  sometimes  again 

If  any  laggard  thought  constrain  ; 

Laggard  or  roving,  home  too  late, 

Knocking  at  the  bolted  gate. 

Turn  the  chair  and  fold  the  fingers, 

Coax  the  little  fire  that  lingers, 

Stir  it  up  to  a  tingling  glow, 

While  the  snell  wind's  northern  game 

Is  played  out  with  the  window-frame, 

And  through  the  key-hole  sad  and  low. 

Half  ruminant  and  half  asleep, 

All  about  us  becomes  rare, 

Like  lighted  ships  in  a  misty  air. 

Is  that  the  bleating  of  far-off  sheep, 

— Is  that  a  child  at  the  window-pane  V 

Let  us  hope  it  is  not  so,-— 

Merely  a  sighing  gust  of  rain. 

So  let's  to  bed  :    but  ere  we  go 
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Let's  have  a  parting  cheerier  word, 

Set  the  flask  upon  the  board, 

Get  the  old  kanaster  out, 

And  make  the  blue  whiffs  curl  about. 

Wrinkles  may  seam  the  wiser  brow, 

We'd  see  Atlantes  from  the  prow 

Of  fancy's  fearless  barque  shot  far 

Beyond  the  breaker's  plash  and  roar, 

Drifting  without  toil  of  oar, 

Sail  or  ballast,  helm  or  star. 

Surely  something  again  flits  by  ! 

Let  it  !     No  exorcist  am  I — 

If  a  fore-chosen  Calvinist 

Cannot  safely  face  the  Devil, 

I  had  better  keep  my  nest, 

And  if  he  comes  bespeak  him  civil  ! 

One's  own  shadow  looks  so  stark, 

And  seems  to  move  though  we  keep  still — 

By  nature  still  we  fear  the  dark, 

And  though  we  laugh  each  morning  duly, 

We  know  so  very  little  truly, 
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That  we  fear  against  our  will  ! 

Now  then  to  bed.     The  wind  sings  loud, 

The  sharp  moon  presses  against  the  cloud, 

And  cuts  it  through  :    anon  she  seems 

Set  in  a  ruff,  and  her  great  white  face 

Looks  silly  and  sad  irom  the  void  blue  space  ; 

Vanward  again  the  cloud-ridge  streams, 

And  we  find  her  out  only  at  intervals, 

As  a  drowning  man  looks  up  and  calls, 

While  here  and  there  a  star  outpeeps, 

Cheerily  for  a  moment  seen, 

Anon  the  wrack  drives  in  between, 

And  like  Time's  beard  all  overs  weeps. 

To  my  dying  lamp  I  turn, 

Turn  I  to  my  chamber  door  : 

The  embers  now  no  longer  burn, 

The  casement-chequers  have  left  the  floor, 

Only  my  shadow  so  black  and  tall, 

Closely  clings  from  wall  to  wall  ! 
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TO  THE  GREAT  SPHYNX  : 

CONSIDERED  AS  THE  SYMBOL  OF  RELIGIOUS  MYSTEHY. 
I. 

The  silence  of  a  moonless  night 

The  path  of  time  doth  follow  :   moonless  night 

And  starless  tracks  man's  footsteps,  with  dim  forms 

Still  crumbling  back  into  the  caverned  past. 

And  thou  the  strangest  legend  wrought  in  stone 

The  huge  rock-spectre  of  an  earlier  world, 

Within  that  terrible  darkness  standest  still, 

A  mystery  now  as  then. 

I  shut  my  ears  and  hear 

Through  the  far  centuries  the  clang 

Of  Coptic  hammers  round  thy  limbs  half-freed  : 

Slaves  toiling  in  their  blindness,  slaves  of  fate, 
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And  slaves  of  man  !  what  mystic  mutterings, 

What  inspiration  or  what  sad  resolve, — 

Those  laborers  cheer  that  know  not  what  they  do  ? 

ii. 

Oracular,  ever  open-eyed, 

Open-eyed  without  vision  ;   answerless, 

Yet  questioning  for  life  or  death,  as  hath 

In  later  days  been  fabled. 

The  scarabee,  the  winged  globe, 

And  other  symbols  dark  are  known  to  thee, 

To  thee  and  to  the  dead.     Perhaps  the  bones 

Of  Cheops  in  his  firmest  of  all  tombs, 

Shook  to  disclose  thy  secret  from  the  dust 

And  make  men  gods  by  knowledge  of  hereafter, 

Shook  when  the  priests'  thick  steps  passed  evermor 

Bearing  another  Pharaah  home 

Asbestos-clad  to  his  subterrene  realm. 

And  did  not  Cleopatra's  eager  blood 

Throb  at  the  thought  of  thee, 

While  her  wide  purple  flaunted  in  the  sun, 
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And  the  thick  smoke  of  her  perfumes  was  borne 
From  Cidmis  to  the  waste,  where  now 
The  camel's  tufted  limb  in  thirsty  march 
By  Moslem  pipe  is  cheered. 

The  winged  seeds  of  autumn  die  amidst 
The  whirling  sand-waste.     Not  beneath  thy  shade 
The  sower  walks.     While  the  years  ever  young, 
Passing  quick- sandall'd  from  the  exuberant  sun 
Awake  new  wonders,  and  new  nations  rise  ; 
And  young  Hope  ever  girdled,  worshipeth 
Upon  the  steps  of  Truth's  too  radiant  shrine  ; 
Thou  sittest  voiceless,  without  priest  or  prayer, 
As  if  thou  wert  self-born. 

HI. 

And  yet  to  whom,  O  Sphynx, 
Hast  thou  not  ministered  ? 
Before  the  Isis  gates,  the  gates  of  stone, 
Have  mythic  heroes  and  the  sons  of  gods 
Questioned  of  thee.     Around  thy  feet 
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The  hands  of  wandering  Homer  have  perchance 

Groped  in  his  blindness,  while  he  smiled, 

Smiled  strangely  like  old  Saturn,  as  high  thoughts. 

Thoughts  level  with  thy  mysteries, 

Lifted  the  lucid  eyelids  of  his  soul. 

The  lyre  of  Hermes  may  have  rung  to  thee, 

Before  Dodona's  leaves  shook  prophecies 

On  slumbering  votaries  ;  ere  the  white  shafts  rose 

Fluted  on  Delphi,  or  Athenian  streets 

Had  heard  the  voice  of  Socrates,  nor  yet 

Was  there  a  Calvary  in  all  the  world, 

The  beacon-light  from  Pharos  shines, 
Guiding  the  prows  with  Sidon's  wares, 
Wine  from  Chios,  Samian  earth 
Transformed  to  gold  by  potters'  cunning  hands  ; 
Awhile  it  shines,  and  then  the  stars  again 
Heaven's  watchers  are  alone.     But  now  instead 
Of  monstrous  hieroglyph,  the  preacher  calls, 
Preacher  and  bishop,  and  the  cenobite 
Hurries  half  naked  byy 
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Smiting  thee  on  the  face  with  his  strong  hand, 

Strong  to  destroy  all  gods  save  one, 

The  Unseen,  Unknown,  unto  whom  thou  art 

Thyself  a  minister,  although  unnamed 

In  the  evangel  by  whose  word  he  lives, 

And  by  whose  light  he  weaves  the  Thebaid  straws. 

Weave  on  !  lean  cenobite,  take  not  again 

The  purple  and  fine  linen,  thou  hast  seen 

Bread  brought  to  thee  by  ravens  from  heaven's  board, — 

Souls  passing  upward  upon  angel's  wings, — 

And  like  the  red  edge  of  averted  thunder, 

Roll  back  the  earthly,  Typhon  fall  sheer  down. 

Heaven's  face  is  visible,  and  man's  heart  throbs 

Shedding  joy-tears  into  the  passion-cup  ; 

For  are  not  all  old  things  now  passed  ? 

Alas  !   and  he  too  is  now  passed,  long  since 

His  love-feast  cup  is  dry  as  Odin's  sheU, 

Yet  heaven's  face  brightens  still,  and  through  the  sand 

Deepening  about  thy  flanks 

Cryest  thou,  O  Sphynx,  for  burial  with  thy  kin. 
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IV. 

Hovering  over  phantom-mists 

On  the  chance  stepping-stones  of  time  ; 

Descending  the  uneven  stairs  of  Art, 

Into  our  nature's  cavern   gloom  ; 

Breathless  almost  become  we, 

As  if  the  blood  fled  from  collapsing  veins. 

And  yet  when  we  return 

Into  the  even  sunlight  of  to-day, 

The  interests  of  the  present  seem 

Fool's-play,  unreal,  an  even-song  ; 

And  all  the  living  generation  shrinks 

Into  turf-hidden  grasshoppers  ;    loud-tongued 

As  clamoring  storks,  that  feebly  build 

Among  the  cloven  roofs  of  old 

And  kingless  cities  ;    passing  as  a  flock 

Of  clouds  storm-scattered,  when  the  sear  leaves  fall, 

And  day  shrinks  coldly  in. 

But  rather  let  me  hear 

Derisive  laughter  than  degenerate  fears. 
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And  verily  thou  art,  O  Sphynx,  no  more 

Than  a  child's  bauble  which  the  man  disowns 

With  loftier  knowledge,  weightier  cares, — 

Yet  from  the  soul's  profound, 

The  most  dread  question  comes,— 

Which  nature  cannot  answer.     Thou, 

Watcher  by  temple-stairs,— 

Thou  might'st  have  taught  the  entering  worshippers 

Homeward  to  look  not  starward, 

Inward  and  not  back  into  the  tomb, 

Or  over  Styx  with  hopes  that  bloom  not  here  ! 

Alas,  and  is  the  question  still 

Unanswered,  is  the  night 

Eternal  upon  Acheron  ? 

And  when  the  triumphs  of  our  England  fall 

Crumbling  before  the  tides  of  years  to  come, 

Shall  Sphynxes  stand  by  temple-stairs  ? 

Or  from  the  heart's  depths  call  ? 

And  shalt  thou  still 

Unburied  sit  amidst  the  sand  ? 
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A  STUDY  FROM  LIFE. 

Our  night  repast  was  ended  :   quietness 

Had  stolen  among  us  :    some  were  in  their  books  ; 

The  old  man  slept,  and  by  him  slept  his  dog  : 

My  thoughts  were  wandering  within  to-morrow  : 

A  knock  !   the  maid  brings  in  with  noiseless  step 

A  black-sealed  letter  that  some  over-worked 

Late  messenger  leaves.    Each  one  looks  round  and  scans 

But  lifts  it  not,  and  I  at  last  am  told 

To  read  it.     "Died  here  at  his  house  this  day — " 

Some  well-known  name  not  needful  here  to  print 

Follows  at  length.     Soon  all  return  again 

To  their  old  stillness,  but  the  old  man  coughs, 

And  cries,  "Ah,  he  was  always  like  the  grave, 

He  must  have  been  but  young!"  while  those  who  stand 
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On  life's  green  threshold  think  within  themselves, 

What  long  long  tides  of  time, 

What  endless  years,  what  memorable  deeds, 

Ere  their  turn  come  ! 

And  much  they  pity  age's  fancied  woes 

And  fears  unfelt : — unfelt,  for  the  dulled  ear 

Hears  not  the  warning  seconds  ere  the  hour 

Strikes  and  our  solid  world  becomes  a  shade  ! 
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THE  WINTRY  SEA  SHORE, 

i. 

Muffled  and  rime-laden,  sombre  and  sad, 
In  a  limbo  'tween  night  and  day, 

Here  stand  we  as  on  an  isle  whose  bounds 
Are  shadowed  and  charmed  away. 

Here  wander  we  as  in  some  old  other  world 
Foot-printing  the  smooth  brown  sands, 

The  snaky  weeds  shrieking  beneath  the  heel 
That  slides  from  their  cellular  bands. 

Flakes  of  foam  are  blown  from  the  ebb, 

White  runners  along  the  beach, 
Where  yesterday's  margin  of  crab's  green  claws 

And  stubble  and  starfish  bleach. 
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The  ghost  of  a  ship  looms  now  and  then 
From  the  point  where  the  keen  winds  blow, 

Ghostly  it  hangs  in  the  air,  then  fades 
Where  the  unknown  keen  winds  go. 


Wave  after  wave  for  ten  thousand  years 
Has  furrowed  the  brown  sand  here, 

Wave  after  wave  under  clouds  and  stars 
Has  cried  in  the  dead  shore's  ear. 


When  the  dear  God  was  lifted  on  Calvary, 

And  saints  long  buried  arose, 
Through  the  black  three  hours  the  waves  broke  here, 

Continuous  as  do  those  ! 


Overhead  shoots  a  querulous  cry, — 
A  mew  with  its  long  white  breast 

Down  on  the  waters  sweeps  out  and  away 
Pursuing  its  hungry  quest. 
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Old  man,  what  find  ye  among  the  black  pools  ? 

Among  the  sea-hair  what  gain  ? 
The  fisherman  lifts  up  his  basket  of  bait, 

The  wind  and  waves   only  remain. 

ir. 

Through  the  half-opened  window  shines  this  morn 

The  sun  with  a  sharp  stiff  breeze, 
The  cottage  smoke  slants  and  hurries  about 

Golden  against  the  blue  seas. 

Imperiously  the  breakers  shout, 

Imperiously  they  call, 
With  daggling  crests  and  curved  prows, 

Over  each  other  they  fall. 

The  yellow  flat  glitters  beneath  the  shine 

Like  a  flooring  of  priceless  ware, 
Dimpled  and  dotted  by  showers  and  ridged 

Like  a  never-ascending  stair. 
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Our  shadows  outstepping  before  us  go, 

Drawn  out  by  the  level  disk, 
Each  wet  pebble,  opal  or  ruby  or  green, 

Casts  a  shade  like  an  obelisk. 

Merrily  leaping  and  leaping  alway, 

Hither,  thither,  and  everywhere. 
The  ghastly  young  shrimps  are  merry  as  bees, 

In  a  clover-field's  summer  air. 

Out  at  the  house-door  peers  the  dame, 
With  her  broad  hand  shading  her  eyes, 

Grimly  she  smiles  as  she  shoulders  her  creel, 
And  down  the  rough  pathway  hies. 

Dogs  bark  and  children's  voices  ring, 
From  the  shelving  rocks  they  see, 

The  sunlit  sail  of  the  fisherman's  boat 
Bearing  home  from  the  generous  sea. 
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A  KHYME  OF  LIFE. 

The  dial  is  dark, 
'Tis  but  half  past  one  : 
But  the  crow  is  abroad, 
And  the  day's  begun. 

The  dial  is  dim, 

'Tis  but  half  past  two  : 

Fit  the  small  foot 

With  its  neat  first  shoe. 

» 

The  light  gains  fast, 
Now  'tis  half  past  three 
The  blossom  appears 
All  over  the  tree. 
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The  gnomon  tells 

It  is  but  half  past  four  : 

Shut  upon  him 

The  old  school-door. 


The  sun  is  strong, 
It  is  half  past  five  : 
Through  this  and  through  that 
Let  him  hustle  and  strive. 


Ha,  thunder  and  rain  ! 
It  is  half  past  six  : 
Hither  and  thither, 
Go,  wander  and  fix. 


The  shadows  are  sharp, 
It  is  half  past  seven  : 
The  Titan  dares 
To  scale  even  heaven  ! 
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The  rain  soon  dries, 
It  is  half  past  eight  : 
Time  flies  and  flies, 
But  it  is  not  late  ! 


The  sky  now  is  clear, 
It  is  half  past  nine  : 
Draw  all  the  threads, 
Knot  up,  combine. 


Clearer  and  calmer, 
Tis  half  past  ten  : 
Count  we  the  gains  ? 
Not  yet  :  try  again. 


The  shadows  lengthen, 
Half  past  eleven  : 
He  looks  back,  alas  ! 
Let  the  man  be  shriven  ! 
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Evening  mist  falls, 
It  is  half  past  twelve  : 
Hark,  the  bell  tolls, 
Up,  sexton,  and  delve  ! 
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MORNING  SLEEP. 

Another  day  hath  dawned 

Since,  hastily  and  tired,  I  threw  myself 

Into  the  dark  lap  of  advancing  sleep. 

Meanwhile  through  the  oblivion  of  the  night 

The  ponderous  world  its  old  course  hath  fulfilled  ; 

And  now  the  gradual  sun  begins  to  throw 

Its  slanting  glory  on  the  heads  of  trees, 

And  every  bird  stirs  in  its  nest  revealed, 

And  shakes  its  dewy  wings. 

A  blessed  gift 

Unto  the  weary  hath  been  mine  to-night, 
Slumber  unbroken  :    now  it  floats  away  : 
But  whether  'twere  not  best  to  woo  it  still, 
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The  head  thus  properly  disposed,  the  eyes 

In  a  continual  dawning,  mingling  earth 

And  heaven  with  vagrant  fantasies,  one  hour, 

Yet  for  another  hour  ?     I  will  not  break 

The  shining  woof;   I  will  not  rudely  leap 

Out  of  this  golden  atmosphere,  through  which 

I  see  the  forms  of  immortalities. 

Verily,  soon  enough  the  labouring  day 

With  its  necessitous  unmusical  calls 

Will  force  the  indolent  conscience  into  life. 

The  uncouth  moth  upon  the  widow-panes 
Hath  ceased  to  flap,  or  traverse  with  blind  whirr 
The  room's 'dusk  corners  ;  and  the  leaves  without 
Vibrate  upon  their  thin  stems  with  the  breeze 
Flying  towards  the  light.     To  an  Eastern  vale 
That  light  may  now  be  waning,  and  across 
The  tall  reeds  by  the  Ganges  lotus-paved, 
Lengthening  the  shadows  of  the  banyan-tree. 
The  rice-fields  are  all  silent  in  the  glow, 
All  silent  the  deep  heaven  without  a  cloud, 
Q 
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Burning  like  molten  gold.     A  red  canoe 
Crosses  with  fan-like  paddles  and  the  sound 
Of  feminine  song,  freighted  with  great- eyed  maids 
Whose  unzoned  bosoms  swell  on  the  rich  air  ; 
A  lamp  is  in  each  hand  ;    some  mystic  rite 
Go  they  to  try.     Such  rites  the  birds  may  see, 
Ibis  or  emu,  from  their  cocoa  nooks, 
What  time  the  granite  sentinels  that  watch 
The  mouths  of  cavern-temples  hail  the  first 
Faint  star,  and  feel  the  gradual  darkness  blend 
Their  august  lineaments  ;    what  time  Haroun 
Perambulated  Bagdat,  and  none  knew 
He  was  the  Caliph  who  knocked  soberly 
By  Giafar's  hand  at  their  gates  shut  betimes  ; 
What  time  prince  Assad  sat  on  the  high  hill 
'Neath  the  pomegranate-tree,  long  wearying 
For  his  lost  brother's  step  ; — what  time,  as  now, 
Along  our  English  sky,  flame-furrows  cleave 
And  break  the  quiet  of  the  cold  blue  clouds, 
And  the  first  rays  look  in  upon  our  roofs. 
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Let  the  day  come  or  go  ;   there  is  no  let 

Or  hindrance  to  the  indolent  wilfulness 

Of  fantasy  and  dream-land.     Place  and  time 

And  bodily  weight  are  for  the  wakeful  only, 

Now  they  exist  not  :    life  is  like  that  cloud, 

Floating,  poised  happily  in  mid-air,  bathed 

In  a  sustaining  halo,  soft  yet  clear, 

Voyaging  on,  though  to  no  bourne  ;    all  heaven 

Its  own  wide  home  alike,  earth  far  below 

Fading  still  further,  further.     Yet  we  see, 

In  fancy,  its  green  fields,  its  towers  and  towns 

Smoking  with  life,  its  roads  with  traffic  thronged 

And  tedious  travellers  within  iron  cars, 

Its  rivers  with  their  ships  and  laborers, 

To  whose  raised  eyes,  as,  stretched  upon  the  sward, 

They  may  enjoy  some  interval  of  rest, 

That   little  cloud  appear  no  living  thing, 

Although  it  moves,  and  changes  as  it  moves. 

There  is  an  old  and  memorable  tale 

Of  some  sound  sleeper  being  borne  away 
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By  banded  fairies  in  the  mottled  hour 

Before  the  cock-crow,  through  unknown  weird  woods 

And  mighty  forests,  where  the  boughs  and  roots 

Opened  before  him,  closed  behind  ;    thenceforth 

A  wise  man  lived  he  all  unchanged  by  years. 

Perchance  again  these  fairies  may  return, 

And  evermore  shall  I  remain  as  now, 

A  dreamer  half  awake,  a  wandering  cloud  ! 

The  spell 

Of  Merlin  old  that  ministered  to  fate. 
The  tales  of  visiting  ghosts,  or  fairy  elves, 
Or  witchcraft,  are  no  fables.     But  his  task 
Is  ended  with  the  night ;    the  thin  white  moon 
Evades  the  eye,  the  sun  breaks  through  the  trees, 
And  the  charmed  wizard  comes  forth  a  mere  man 
From  out  his  circle.     Thus  it  is,  whate'er 
We  know  and  understand  hath  lost  the  power 
Over  us  ;    we  are  then  the  masters.     Still 
All  Fancy's  world  is  real  ;    no  diverse  mark 
Is  on  the  stores  of  memory,  whether  gleaned 
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From  childhood's  early  wonder  at  the  charm 
That  bound  the  lady  in  the  echoless  cave 
Where  lay  the  sheath'd  sword  and  the  bugle  horn,- 
Or  from  the  fullgrown  intellect  that  works 
From  age  to  age,  exploring  darkest  truths, 
With  sympathy  and  knowledge  in  one  yoke 
Ploughing  the  harvest  land. 

The  lark  is  up, 

Piercing  the  dazzling  sky  beyond  the  search 
Of  the  acutest  love  :  enough  for  me 
To  hear  its  song  :   but  now  it  dies  away, 
Leaving  the  chirping  sparrow  to  attract 
The  listless  ear,  a  minstrel,  sooth  to  say, 
Nearly  as  good.     And  now  a  hum  like  that 
Of  swarming  bees  on  meadow-flowers  comes  up. 
Each  hath  its  just  and  yet  luxurious  joy, 
As  if  to  live  were  to  be  blessed.     The  mild 
Maternal  influence  of  nature  thus 
Ennobles  both  the  sentient  and  the  dead  ; 
The  human  heart  is  as  an  altar  wreathed, 
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On  which  old  wine  pours,  streaming  o'er  the  leaves 

And  down  the  symbol-carved  sides.     Behold  ! 

Unbidden,  yet  most  Avelcome,  who  be  these  ? 

The  high-priests  of  this  altar,  poet-kings  ; 

Chaucer,  still  young  with  silvery  beard  that  seems 

Worthy  the  adoration  of  a  child  ; 

And  Spenser,  perfect  master,  to  whom  all 

Sweet  graces  ministered.     The  shut  eye  sees 

Brave  pictures  !     The  immortals  pass  along 

Into  the  heaven,  and  others  follow  still, 

Each  on  his  own  ray-path,  till  all  the  field 

Is  threaded  with  the  foot-prints  of  the  great. 

And  now  the  passengers  are  lost;  long  lines 

Only  are  left,  all  intertwisted,  dark 

Upon  a  flood  of  light     ....     I  am  awake  ! 

I  hear  domestic  voices  on  the  stair  ! 

Already  hath  the  mower  finished  half 
His  summer  day's  ripe  task  ;    already  hath 
His  scythe  been  whetted  often  ;    and  the  heaps 
Behind  him  lie  like  ridges  from  the  tide. 
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In  sooth,  it  is  high  time  to  wave  away 

The  cup  of  Comus,  though  with  nectar  filled, 

And  sweet  as  odours  to  the  mariner 

From  lands  unseen,  across  the  wide  blank  sea. 
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LINES, 

Written  in  the  Elgin  Marble  Room,  British  Museum,  in  the  presence 
vf  the  fragments  of  Ceres,  the  Fates,  Hyperion,  ftc.,from  the  Par- 
thenon, 


The  fabled  fire  undying,  in  the  shrine 

Of  Vesta  is  long  darkened.     Anxious  steps 

Have  ceased  to  travel  Delphi's  stesp,  for  lore 

Prophetic,  rendering  an  exchange  of  gold. 

The  intoxicating  smoke  through  which  appeared 

The  phantom-actors  in  the  Mysteries 

Hath  vanished  :   brazen  doors  and  sacredness 

Have  not  preserved  the  altar  and  the  shrine, 

The  Calathus  and  Cista  ;    yea,  the  force 

Of  Truth,  for  sure  those  fables  sheltered  truths 

Even  of  grandest  import,  hath  scarce    saved 

A  record  of  the  symbol  or  the  creed. 
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The  spirit  of  the  world  that  knows  no  sleep, 

Whose  pulse  beats  ever,  whose  attainment  is 

But  as  a  step  to  better  in  the  sphere 

Of  knowledge  ;    hath  much  travelled  since  that  day, 

Still  leaving  ruin  in  the  rear  and  sure 

Oblivion  even  to  the  holy  things  ; 

For  holier  because  juster  rise  before  him. 

But  while  I  gaze  on  these  god-worthy  forms, 

Fragments  of  wonder-working  art,  whose  realm 

Is  bounded  by  the    sense  and  wanders  not, 

The  ancient  gods  become  realities, 

The  veil   of  time  is  drawn  aside  again, 

Nature  and  high  philosophy  have  met, 

Have  been  in  mystical  embrace  united, 

The  Real  and  the  Ideal  blent — 

I  faint 

Into  a  willing  vision.     O'er  the  fields 
Of  Enna  strewn  with  flowers  Proserpine 
Would  fain  have  gathered,  but  that  Pluto's  haste 
Bore  her  away  unto  her  iron  throne. 
B 
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And  lo  !   the  weeping  mother,  with  bare  feet 

And  thickly-folded  vest  now  seems   to  pass, 

In  her  raised  hand  a  white  torch  seems  to  burn, 

And  on  her  cheek  a  tear  doth  seem  to  fall 

Yet  falls  not,  an  eternal  thing,  a  dream, 

A  fable;  are  we  not  all  searchers,  still 

Losing  and  seeking.     And  in  dread  repose 

The  sisters  three,  the  everlasting  thread 

Weave,  everlasting  and  yet  mortal,  since 

Death  is  but  re-birth,  and  the  family 

Of  man  encreasing,  knows  no  death.     The  steeds 

Of  the  sun-god  from  out  the  wavy  plain 

Erect  their  glorious  heads,  the  god's  large  arms 

Eise  over,  ruling  them  with  power  divine. 

All  these,  fragmental  and  time-worn  are  here, 

Time-worn  and  headless,  yet  no  less  supreme, 

Approaching  even  to  realize  the  Will 

Of  Nature,  ...  to  produce  an  archetype  ! 

Aha  !    I  am  awake  :    the  shuffling  feet 

Of  idle  crowds  sight-seeing  in  mine  ears, 

Surmising  and  admiring  !    I  could  hide 


LINES  WRITTEN  IN  THE    ELGIN   MARBLE  ROOM.       123 

My  face  within  my  hands,  and  as  a  child 
Weeps  when  his  card-built  palaces  have  fallen, 
Because  he  knows  he  cannot  build  in  power, 
So  could  I  weep  in  presence  of  these  forms  ; 
I  am  a  child  amidst  a  world  of  gods  ! 

The  angels  on  the  plain  of  Bethlehem 

Have  sung  good  will  to  man  and  peace  with  heaven 

Since  the  great  sculptor  and  the  faith  he  served 

Were  among  living  things.     The  arms  of  Rome 

Have  been  put  forth  insatiate,  on  all  lands 

Glittering  in  brass  and  plunder,  and  again 

Have  they  shrunk  in,  rebuked  by  death.     The  tribes 

Of  the  dark  North  have  crossed  the  Danube's  waves 

Ice-bound.     The  Cross  has  triumphed  over  all  ! 

The  bold  discoverer  a  new  world  has  found, 

England  has  spread  itself  from  zone  to  zone, 

Time  hath  grown  rich  with  good  gifts  manifold, 

And  analytic  souls  from  year  to  year, 

Torture  new  sciences  to  serve  like  slaves, 

'Till  now  we  live  in  light,  and  though  each  torch 
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Is  rank  and  earthly,  let  us  not  deny 
The  mighty  Hope  that  every  coming  age 
Essays  to  realize.     But  through  all  change, 
The  harmonies  of  nature  must  remain, 
The  voice  of  these  remain, — 
A  revelation  of  the  perfect  man 
As  at  the  first  he  was,  and  at  the  last 
He  may  be :   as  he  must  be  in  the  spirit, 
If  our  Humanity  hath  aught  divine, 
And  to  himself  and  to  his  fellow  men 
He  would  unfold  it  in  its  purity  ! 
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DEATH. 

I  am  the  one  whose  thought 
Is  as  the  deed  ;   I  have  no  brother,  and 

No  father  ;   years 

Have  never  seen  my  power  begin.     A  chain 
Doth  bind  all  things  to  me.     In  my  hand,  man, 
Infinite  thinker, — vanishes  as  doth 
The  worm  that  he  creates,  as  doth  the  moth 
That  it  creates,  as  doth  the  limb  minute 
That  stirs  upon  that  moth.     My  being  is 

Inborn  with  all  things,  and 

With  all  things  doth  expand. 

But  fear  me  not  ;    I  am 
The  hoary  dust,  the  shut  ear,  the  profound, 

The  deep  of  night, 

When  Nature's  universal  heart  doth  cease 
To  beat  ;    communicating  nothing  ;    dark 
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And  tonguelcss,  negative  of  all  things.     Yet 
Fear  me  not,  man  ;    I  am  the  blood  that  flows 
Within  thee, — I  am  change  ;    and  it  is  I 
Creates  a  joy  within  thee,  when  thou  feel'st 
Manhood  and  new  untried  superior  powers 
Rising  before  thee  :    I  it  is  can  make 

Old  things  give  place 

To  thy  free  race. 

All  things  are  born  for  me. 
His  father  and  his  mother, — yet  man  hates 

Me  foolishly. 

An  easy  spirit  and  a  free  lives  on, 
But  he  who  fears  the  ice  doth  stumble.     "Walk 
Straight  onward  peacefully, — I  am  a  friend 
Will  pass  thee  graciously  :    but  grudge  and  weep 
And  cark, — I'll  be  a  cold  chain  round  thy  neck 
Into  the  grave,  each  day  a  link  drawn  in, 
Untill  thy  face  shall  be  upon  the  turf, 

And  the  hair  from  thy  crown 

Be  blown  like  thistle-down. 
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A  FABLE. 

Two  striplings  once  upon  a  time, 
Between  themselves  agreed  to  climb 
Old  Etna  :    they  perchance  might  see 
Something  of  life's  great  mystery, 
Through  the  smoke  or  through  the  fires 
That  Tartarean  throat  respires. 
Forthwith  they  fixed  with  leathern  thong 
Their  brazen  sandals  high  and  strong, 
And  bent  their  knees  to  the  ascent 
A  league  or  two,  when  overspent 
And  breathless,  one  of  the  twain  cried  out 
"  Comrade,  hold  !   I'm  not  so  stout 
As  thus  to  urge  for  long  ;   I'll  call 
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The  sun  to  stay  awhile  his  fall, 

And  give  us  time  to  rest  us  here  ! " 

So  with  a  self-complacent  peer 

Down  the  slope,  he  stretched  himself 

Like  one  who  would  have  given  his  pelf 

And  purse  at  once,  for  one  full  cup, 

And  have  said  to  himself,  I  may  drink  it  up, 

I  deserve  it  all,  I  have  done  enough, 

Labour  without  a  good  fee's  all  stuff! 

The  other  adventurer  looked  up  still, 

Scanning  and  measuring  all  the  hill, 

Lost  he  seem'd  in  expectation, 

Living  on  hope's  immaterial  ration, 

But  now,  while  nursing  his  left  foot 

As  if  it  were  sick,  cried  the  first,    "  Let's  put 

A  great  stone  here  to  mark  the  spot 

Before  we  start  again  ;    why  not  ? " 

His  comrade  half  indignant  rose 

And  dipt  a  snail  by  its  shrinking  nose 

Between   his  finger  and  his  thumb, 

And  with  a  grand  flourish  derisive  and  dumb, 
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Placed  it  for  the  monument, 

Then  set  himself  to  the  ascent. 

So  now  again  they  mount,  somewhile 

Abreast,  they  strive,  unheeding  toil  ; 

Wading  scorea,  vaulting  creeks 

Where  the  sluggish  lava  reeks, 

When  suddenly  he  who  before  had  stopt, 

In  a  feigning  fit  of  laughter  dropt, 

"  Ha  !  my  comrade  bold,"  quoth  he, 

"  I  have  been  thinking,  ha,  ha,  he  ! 
I  have  been  thinking,  that  a  cat, 
Or  a  squirrel,  a  weasel,  or  even  a  rat, 
Could  climb  this  hill  much  better  than  we  1 
What  fools  we  are  one  drop  of  sweat 
To  lose  in  such  a  monstrous  fret, 
Making  a  toil  of  a  pleasure.     No  ! 
Let's  lie  down  here  an  hour  or  so, 
Until  the  sun  gets  round  the  hill." 

"  Nay  ! "  cries  his  companion,  "  if  you  will 
Rest  here,  you  shall  rest  alone,  not  I, 
And  long  enough  before  you  spy 
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The  top,  I'm  there."     With  that  he  left 
The  weak  one  seeking  a  shady  cleft. 

Onward  sped  he  through  the  glare, 
With  naked  breast  and  loosened  hair  ; 
Onward  still  he  won  his  way 
And  touched  the  sky  ere  close  of  day. 

Next  morn  a  rabble  with  horn-books,  beads, 
Bells,  drums,  masks,  and  other  small  needs 
For  mumming  and  make-believe,  descried 
The  laggard  slumbering  on  his  side. 
He  was  not  half-way  up  the  hill, 
And  yet  a  great  way  above  them  still, 
Something  they  wanted  to  gabble  about, 
And  there  was  he  !     so  they  raised  a  shout, 
Wonderful ! — a  mere  boy  !   oh 
Such  love  of  science  and  such  a  flow 
Of  perseverance,  courage,  all 
Supposable  virtues  great  and  small ! 
Doubtless  he  hath  toiled  all  night 
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Without  either  supper  or  lantern-light, 

And  now  returns  in  time  to  greet 

Our  wise-heads  with  the  hill's  last  feat. 

Mighty  traveller  !     They  shout 

Till  he  starts  and  wakes  and  looks  about, 

Rubbing  his  eyes  and  wondering  why 

They  stare  at  him  so,  stare  and  cry, 

Mighty  traveller  !   but  soon, 

He  saw  it  was  indeed  full  moon, 

Full  tide  I  rather  ought  to  say 

For  him  and  his  affairs  that  day. 

— 'Tis  true  he  had  been  outstripped  far, 

But  why  should  that  be  the  smallest  bar; 

His  comrade,  the  true  conqueror,  he 

Is  just  too  high  for  them  to  see, — 

Down  steps  Sir  Magnanimity 

With  air  coquettish,  pleased  and  shy, 

The  mummers  raise  him  shoulder  high 

And  with  their  awkward  backs  round  bent, 

The  youth  of  genius  smiles  content. 

On  to  the  temple,  where  all  stuff 
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Useless  elsewhere  shares  the  puff 

Of  incense  now  they  carry  him 

With  damnable  clatter  and  chant  of  hymn  ; 

Cobbler,  patcher,  quidnunc,  drone, 

'Idea-less  girl,'  and  long-tongued  crone, 
Eunning  together,  a  quack  never  lacks 
Bolstering  from  bolstered  quacks, 

'  Claw  me — claw  thee,'  suits  both  the  backs  ! 
But  it  is,  good  sooth,  a  stint  of  labour 
To  dance  and  leap,  with  pipe  and  tabor 
Stunning  the  wide-mouthed  beholders, 
With  a  false  God  on  one's  shoulders, 
So  they  seat  him  on  the  shrine 
And  aver  he  looks  divine, 
Although  at  first  he  feels  but  queer, 
And  now  and  then  begins  to  fear 
His  honours  may  be  overdone, 
Even  if  he  be  Apollo's  son, 
When  lo,  like  Moses  from  Sinai, 
The  other  traveller  stands  close  by  ! 
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He  had  seen  the  moon's  eclipse 

By  the  fire  from  Etna's  lips, 

With  Orion  had  he  spoken, 

His  fast  with  honey- dew  had  broken, 

Seen  the  nether  world  unveiled, 

Nor  had  fainted  nor  had  quailed  : 

And  here  he  stands   amidst  the  throng, 

On  his  tongue  a  wise  sweet  song, 

In  his  hand  a  laurel  fair, 

An  opal  rainbow  round  his  hair, 

Truth  reigning  from  his  great  wild  eye, 

And  in  his  heart  humility. 

Cease  their  din  the  rabble-rout, 

And  mutter  and  whisper  all  about, 

What's  his  name,  and  whence  comes  he  ? 

What  may  here  his  business  be  ? 

Do  you  understand   his  speech  ? 

He  seems  at  once  to  sing  and  preach  ! " 

The  cobblers,  patchers,  quidnuncs,  drones, 

Idea-less  girls'  and  long-tongued  crones, 
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Nod  and  wink  and  say,  "  So,  so, 

We've  chosen  our  Genius,  and  want  no  mo', 

One   like  ourselves  we've  chosen,  one 

Who  has  not  with  such  haste  begun, 

One  who  can  sing  and  who  can  preach, 

Who  can  whistle  as  well  as  teach, 

But  one  who  is  not  such  a  dunce 

As  to  addle  our  heads  by  them  all  at  once  ! " 

With  that  they  drive  him  from  the  place, 

They  raise  their  hands  against  his  face, 

They  will   not  suffer  his  eyes'  sharp  light, 

They  mock  him  and  drive  him  into  night. 

O  saddest  sight  of  all,  they  steal 

The  laurel  when  his  senses  reel, 

And  give  it  to  their  favourite  ! 

But  whether  the  history  endeth  here, 
Doth  not  certainly   appear  : 
Time  bears  a  wallet  at  his  back, 
And  very  willingly  'gives  the  sack' 
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To  much  that  glitters  proud  and  fine  ; 
While  the  shoots  that  nature  loves  ne'er  tine, 
But  grow  and  grow,  and  the  birds  of  the  air 
Find  nourishment  and  harbour  there. 


POEMS 
OCCASIONALLY  ADDRESSED  TO   "MIGNON," 


I. 
A  DREAM  OF  LOVE. 

I  had  a  dream  more  pleasant  than  the  truth, 

And  pliant  as  'twas  pleasant, — must  it  be 

Only  a  dream  ?     A  fancy  that  hath  wreathed 

A  sunproof  arbour  round  the  sweltering  brow — 

Causing  joy-flowers  to  bloom,  and  corbie  care 

To  spread  her  wings  ;  up-clambering  round  the  heart 

As  a  child  rosy- faced  with  ignorant  wiles, 

Climbing  a  grey-beard's  knees,  doth  make  him  laugh 

With  its  innocuous  mirth,  although  enforced 

By  plucking  his  frosted  hairs  : — can  it  be  nought 

But  fancy  ? 
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This  it  was.     As  through  the  street, 
Where  drays  were  jostling  and  the  coachman's  lash 
Rang  o'er  the  necks  of  his  thin-haunched  beasts, 
I  had  on  errand  of  importunate  haste 
Passed,  till  in  weariness  I  slackened  pace, 
To  mitigate  the  unseemly  dusty  heat, 
By  lingering  within  shadow  a  short  while. 
People  in  long  tides  passed  me,  and  some  looked 
An  instant  vacantly,  still  hastening  on, 
Hurrying  somewhere  with  a  tedious  thrift  ; 
Unto  the  mart  or  workshop,  desk  or  ship, 
The  church,  the  tavern,  or  the  mall. 
There  was  obstruction  in  their  eyes,  not  death, 
But  an  obstruction  of  the  inmost  soul  : 
They  lived,  yet  lived  not.     Had  I  spoke  to  them 
What  then  I  felt,  they  would  have  thought  me  mad 
And  each  in  his  own  sanity  rejoiced ! 

Anon  a  little  boy  came  sauntering  by, 

Whistling  a  merry  air,  that,  arrow-like, 

Went  through  my  memory,  and  a  fair  Dear  one 
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Drew  me  with  gentle  hand  into  the  haze 

Of  dream.     A  strange  transition,  yet  not  strange, 

If  all  the  links  that  brought  her  image  near 

Were  marked ;  nor  strange,  since  memories  are  involved 

Together  by  the  laws  of  harmonies. 

I  left  the  obdurate  noise.     Through  paths  of  sward, 
Where  never  cloud  of  dust  had  fallen,  I  reached 
An  opening  in  a  wall  of  sapling  boughs, 
I  entered,  and  within  more  still  and  cool 
It  was,  and  freshness  through  the  air  exhaled 
From  the  green  ground.     Half  dusk  it  was,  for  round 
And  round  the  branches  wove  a  screen  from  heaven 
Of  darkest  green  and  varied  leaf,  'neath  which 
Flies  thickly  humming  danced.     Sometimes  a  bird 
Flew  quickly  through,  and  as  its  wing  might  brush 
The  leaves  about  your  head,  it  seemed  to  fear 
That  it  had  missed  its  way.     Flowers  too  were  there, 
Sprinkled  about  amidst  the  grass  which  grows 
Hair-like  and  thin  beneath  the  shade  ;   bluebells 
Tinkling  to  the  small  breeze  a  bee  might  cause 
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And  violets,  and  poppies  red  and  rough 

In  stem.     I  passed  still  deeper  through  the  wood 

By  this  cool  path  :    a  wood  more    kindly  cool, 

Or  harmless  of  dank  poisons  or  vile    beasts 

That  creep  there  cannot  be,    and  yet   so   wild 

And  uncouth.      Bushes  of  dusk  fruit  beside 

The  pathway  from  the  ground  piled   up   two  walls 

Of  leaves  and  berries,  from  which  flocked   the  birds 

As  I  passed  on,  or  lingered  with  dyed  hands 

Plucking  them  listless,  and  with  profuse  waste 

Pressing  their  juice  out.     Other  trees  were  there 

Blossoming  for  a  later  month.     And  now, 

As  if  from  the  champaign  land  afar,  came  sounds 

Of  hearty  laughter,  mellowed  by  the  air, 

Until  it  scarce  was  audible  ;    and  song, 

Like  a  reaper's  song,  a  very  pleasant  sound, 

Betokening  a  clear  breast,  and  heard  beneath 

A  clear  sky  chequered  by  thick  boughs,  a  sound 

Right  happy.     So  I  also  sang.     The  sun 

Now  found  an  opening  through  the  stems,  to  fall 

Upon  my  path  ;    and  as  I  walked,  across 

The  flowers  upon  my  right  my  shadow  passed. 
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A  butterfly  with  purple-velvet  wings, 

Invested  with  two  lines  of  dusky  gold 

And  spotted  with  red  spots,  upon  these  flowers 

Was  feeding,  and  anon  as  my  shadow  fell 

Upon  it,  it  flew  up  and  went  before, 

Lighting  again  until  I  passed  :   and  so 

Continued  it.     The  space  more  closed  and  closed 

Became,  and  all  between  the  trees  were  warped 

Vine-twigs,  and  plants  more  fair  than  vines.    Beneath 

A  slow  stream  likewise  glent,  and  secretly 

Fed  spreading  water-lilies,  and  long  reeds 

Heavy  with  seed,  which  might  have  made  fair  pipes, 

Cut  nicely  by  the  joints,  from  whence  a  leaf 

Depended.     But  I  thought  not  of  the  task, 

Watching  my  guide's  dark  wings,  until  the  path 

Seemed  stayed  by  dense  convolvolus  and  thorns 

(Largely  o'ergrown  without  the  pruner's  hands) 

Of  the  red-hearted  rose.     But  the  dark  fly  lowered 

Its  flight  till  nigh  the  ground,  and  passed  into 

The  mass  of  greenery  by  an  interspace 

Which  I  had  seen  not  :    with  my  hands  I  raised, 
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And  parted  with  my  head,  full  lazily, 

The  luscious  screen  at  this  same  interspace. 

Behold  !   beneath  a  peristyle  I  stand 

Of  short  columnar  palms,  before  me  steps 

Of  thickest  grass  descend  unto  a  space 

Smooth  tapestried,  with  living  garlands  bound, 

And  set  about  with  moss-cushioned  seats  of  wood 

Cut  roughly  from  the  forest,  over  which 

Uptangling  richly  to  the  highest  trees, 

And  waving  even  then  into  the  air, 

Flowers  rare  and  unknown,  and  around  a  fount 

(Of  which  a  marble  girl,  with  green  feet  through 

The  water  and  white  head,  seemed  Nymph)  bright 

heaps 

Of  lily  blooms  were  strewn.     But  all  these  sweets 
Were  nothing  to  the  influence  which  came  o'er 
My  being  from  some  unseen  power,  whose  grace 
The  whole  seemed  imitative  of,  whose  smile 
The  light  seemed  intimating  to  the  flowers, 
Whose  goodness  all  around   seemed  fashioned  by. 
Half  slumbering  as  I  stretched  upon  the  sward, 
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Mazed  by  this  unknown  beauty,  and  the  swarms 

Of  flies  like  that  which  here  had  guided  me 

All  round,  die  influence  became  more  dear, 

More  fixed,  and  I  beheld  a  Lady.     Round 

Her  hand,  which  held  some  sweet,  the  insects  thronged, 

And  lighted  on  her  hair.     I  did  not  start 

With  rapture  nor  surprise,  nor  did  I  deem 

Myself  unworthy  of  this  gardened  love, 

This  goddess-girl,  nor  said  she  aught  to  me, 

But  by  her  eyes,  which  never  looked  on  me, 

/  said  she  was  the  spirit  of  my  life, 

And  tho'  I  had  not  seen   her  until  now 

I  still  had  known  her. 

She  bent  down  beside 

The  sward  I  pressed  ;    she  leant  on  the  rude  seat 
Over  me,  but  I  knew  not  from  that  hour, 
Whether  it  was  myself  I  gazed  upon  ; 
Or  whether  I  beheld  with  intense  love 
And  sympathy  some  higher  beings,  both 
Worthy  of  each.     And  she  began  to  sing  ; 
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A  language  which  was  song  was  hers, — she  sang  ; 
A  fragile  lute  upon  her  knees    she  placed, 
And  balanced  from  her  neck  by  a  silken  cord, 
Her  fingers  gave  it  speech,  yet  touched  it  not, 
But  her  hands  hovered  o'er  it  like  two  birds 
With  wings  still  fluttering  to  descend, — she  played. 
Soft  as  the  fine  tints  of  a  rainbow  bound 
About  an  evening  shower,  her  music  first 
Came  on  my  sense  scarce  audible,  like  rain  ; 
Then,  waxing  louder,  it  ascended  heaven 
With  all  its  colours  brightening.     My  heart 
It  stilled  to  sleep,  as  a  sister  stills  a  child 
That  murmurs  not,  but  smiling  upwards  on 
The  watching  eye,  to  rest  unconsciously 
Sinks  pleased.     But  changing  suddenly,  the  notes 
Began  to  whirl  together  as  a  flight 
Of  swallows,  and  then  louder  still  became 
Happy  beyond  all  words,  fair  spirits  seemed 
Clamorous  and  clapping  of  their  hands  for  joy  ! 
Too  happy  beyond   words,  I  would  have  wept 
Had  I  been  in  the  actual  world,  where  tears 
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Are  bred  by  intense  sympathy,  but  here, 
Where  sympathy  was  life,  I  did  not  weep. 
— Oh  Lady,  thou  art  beautiful  :    and  now 
The  dark  hair  of  thy  song  doth  shade  its  eyes, 
The  eye-lid  of  thy  music  droops  :   it  plains 
Slowly  and  saturated  with  sweet  pain, 
Carries  my  soul  into  a  sphered  realm 
Of  everlasting  melancholy.     Maid  ! 
Who  mournest  for  thy  lover,  hear  the  lay 
And  be  not  comforted,  but  mourn  no  more 
As  you  have  mourned.     Youth  !   whose  thirsting  love 
Has  conjured  an  ideal  from  the  land 
Of  Vision,  listen  with  a  joyous  hope 
And  mourn  not  with  the  bitterness  that  thou 
Hast  mourned. 

A  louder  chord  is  struck  !    let  grief  at  once 
Be  wept  out  like  a  thunder-rain,  and  pride 
Go  up  triumphant  with  a  purple  flush 
And  warn  of  trump — the  golden  crown  doth  press 
The  spirit's  forehead  who  hath  conquered  all  ! — 
— Oh  Lady,  thou  art  wondrous  fair  and  good  ! 
u 
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The  earth  is  filled,  oh  !    filled  with  gracious  things  ! 
Slowly  again  to  life  descends  thy  strain, 
An  odour  as  of  rose-leaves  seems  to  fall 
Upon  me,  and  a  pearly  light  :    again 
It  scales  the  arc  of  higher  heaven,  alas  ! 
Art  thou  not  over  me  as  is  a  God, 
Oh  Lady,  with  thy  lute  ?    and  I  will  faint 
Utterly  into  death  :    oh  intermit 
The  binding  of  thy  linked  power,  oh  cease, 
And  let  me  drink  a  silence  short  and  deep, 
Then  die  into  the  Life  that  thou  dost  live. 


II. 

A  WATCHMAN-SONG. 
1. 

WATCHMAN. 

The  night  is  dark,  the  wall  is  black, 
And  the  fosse  beneath  likewise  ; 

Johannes  on  the  high  tower  sleeps, 
His  hound  beside  him  lies. 
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KNIGHT. 

Fair  lady,  scarce  now  one  short  hour 

Is  wanting  ere  the  morn, 
And  yet  I  have  not  dared  to  say 

What  this  heart  long  hath  borne 
Still  waiting  and  waiting  for  this  sweet  time, 

This  rare  brief  happiness, 
To  see  thee  o'er  me,  to  hear  thee  speak, 

Thy  hand  at  least  to  kiss. 

LADY. 
I  know  what  thou  wouldst  say,  fair  sir, 

I  know  what  thou  wouldst  hear, 
Though  better  that  it  be  not  said, — 

A  dream,  a  trance,  a  tear. 
Oft  have  I  sat  lone  days  and  nights 

And  trembled  at  the  past, 
And  sure,  fair  sir,  'twere  better  far 

This  tryste  should  be  our  last. 
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2 

WA.TCHMAN. 

The  breeze  awakens  and  the  clouds 

Scatter  dimly  overhead, 
Trees,  and  streams  and  paths  appear  ; 

Thy  spell,  sir  knight  is  sped. 

KNIGHT. 
Watchman  I  would  tarry  until 

The  kindly  brightening  east 
Shows  me  once  more  the  face  that  lights 

The  shrine  whereof  I'm  priest. 
Lady,  it  may  be  Lent  again 

Or  ever  our  voices  meet, 
Ere  I  may  hold  thy  hand  as  now 

Through  thy  little  bower  window,  sweet  ! 

LADY. 

Good  sir,  the  daily  even-song 

Shall  bear  me  back  to  thee, 
While  each  adventuring  helm  shall  seem 

To  speak  brave  thoughts  to  me. 
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Another  year  shall  pass  as  doth 

A  silent  summer's  day  ; 
The  sun  goeth  slowly  over  heaven, 

But  endeth  cheerfully. 

3. 

WATCHMAN. 

The  leaves  about  the  rook's  nest  stir, 

The  mist  stirs  on  the  fen 
Sir  Knight,  leap  down,  if  thou  would'st  pass 

Unhunted  through  the  glen. 

KNIGHT. 

Fair  lady,  leave  me  not  so  soon, 

And  warder,  why  that  fear, 
Lady,  beyond  the  seas  and  hills 

My  home  hath  little  cheer, 
It  waits  with  chapel  and  tower  and  hall 

Vacant  from  year  to  year. 
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LADY 

Farewell,  farewell !   if  it  could  be— 

Alas  !    what  would  I  say — 
To-morrow  at  night  return  again — 

Now  haste  thee,  oh  haste  thee  away. 

KNIGHT. 
Let  me  yet  listen,  she  is  gone, 

Then  cold  blank  wall,  farewell ! 
At  midnight  again —  !    but  oh,  blessed  wall, 

Thou'lt  never  a  secret  tell  ? 

WATCHMAN. 

Johannes  wakes,  I  hear  his  hound 

Shaking  his  collar.     So  ! 
Step  warily,  hold  fast  my  hand, 

Thank  god  he  is  safe  below  ! 
And  hark,  the  sun-rise  bugle-horn, 

Ya  tee-ra-lee,  ya  ho  ! 
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III. 

LINES  SENT  WITH  SPENCER'S 
"FAEKY   QUEEN." 

Lady  loved  !   I  bring  to  thee 
Aladdin's  cave  in  poesy  : 
I  bring  to  thee  a  wilderness 
Where  swiftest  faun-feet  might  confess 
That  they  had  lost  the  path.     In  sooth 
It  is  as  if  we  had  lain  down 
Tired  with  too  much  happiness  ; 
And  underneath  an  old  tree's  frown, 
A  druid  of  Pendragon's  youth, 
Where  sunshine  could  but  dimly  peer 
In  the  leafy  quarter  of  the  year, 
While  heats  and  odours,  songs  and  hum 
Of  bees,  the  sense  had  overcome, 
And  an  enchanted  sleep  had  borne 
Us  far  within  the  gates  of  morn, 
Where  strangely-shapen  mists  and  clouds 
Array  themselves  in  motley  crowds, 
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And  clothed  in  nameless  glorious  dies 

Hurry  up  into  the  skies 

So  fast,  so  changeable,  so  high, 

Now  a  bannerol'd  young  chivalry, 

Or  a  dainty  sheaf,  so  mild  and  meek, 

Of  maidens  '  girt  in  guiltless  gowns,' 

Dragons  dire,  decievers  sleek, 

Mighty  Avails  round  baseless  towns, 

White  Christian  myths,  and  satyrs  red, 

Each  leaping  o'er  the  others  head  ! 

The  Faery  Queen  !    ah,  well-a-day, 

Fancy's  self  is  but  a  fay, 

And  great  round  men  with  pockets  stored, 

Laugh  at  all  that  she  can  say  : 

But  she  also  hath  her  hoard, 

Wine  of  life,  and  stone  of  power, 

Bath  of  beauty,  deathless  flower, 

Cap  invisible  and  purse 

Exhaustless,  salve  for  the  ancient  curse. 

These  are  of  the  wonderous  things 

Guarded  by  her  servant-kings, 
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Hived  within  her  planet  rings  : 

'Tis  she  anoints  the  lover's  eye, 

She  from  the  fine  lip  makes  reply, 

And  round  even  me 

When  I  think  of  thee, 

Lady  loved,  a  starry  woof 

She  throws  of  texture  sorrow-proof. 

Yet  again,  ah  well-a-day  ! 

Fancy's  but  a  tricksome  fay, 

Her  wing  so  swift  to  come,  also 

Is  certainly  as  swift  to  go  ! 

Nay,  ah  nay, 

Quoth  little  Love,  with  his  great  blue  eye 

Archly  smiling,  surely  nay  ! 

It  is  not  so, 

For  I  can  tie 

Her  right  wing,  she  no  more  shall  fly  ! 

Lady-girl,  Mignon,  May  ! 

Another  name, — Titania, 

Henceforth  take,  while  I,  thy  knight, 

Offer  upon  bended  knee 
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This  treasure-house  of  poesy, 
In  rare  blackletters  all  bedight, 
Captured  on  an  old  book-stall 
Guarded  by  a  monster  small, 
In  a  far  place  where  you  bend 
Towards  the  well  at  the  world's  end  ! 
A  treasure-trove 
Worthy  better  poet's  love  ! 


IV. 
KHYME  TO  THE  DEPARTING  YEAR. 

The  air  is  populous  with  snow, 
Falling  and  flying,  above  and  below  : 
This  waste  of  households  is  fast  asleep, 
Nor  any  the  old  year's  death-watch  keep, 
As  elsewhere  I've  seen  when  every  man 
Saluted  this  hour  with  his  bousing-can. 

The  snow,  how  it  flies  !  but  it  may  not  be 
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I  coldly  part,  old  year,  from  thee, 

Without  a  short  kind  benedicite  ! 

It  may  not  be  that  thou  who  art 

So  different  from  thy  ancestry, 

Shalt  have  no  requiem  ere  we  part. 

Perhaps  when  some  slow  coming  year 

Now  in  the  future,  hath  drawn  near, 

I  may  rehearse  these  lines  while    she — 

You  know  whom  now  I  mean — she  may 

Sit  by  me  hand  in  hand,  and  they 

Shall  carry  us  back  through  smiles  and  tears, 

Till  all  this  present  reappears, 

The  fireside  game,  the  endless  talk  ; 

The  high  hope  scorning  storms  and  fears, 

Upbraiding  time  ;   this  white  muffled  walk 

Again  I'll  tread,  and  see  here  and  there 

Those  lighted  windows'  christmas-glare, 

That  unredeemed  cad  by  the  wet  coach-stand, 

And  the  lamps  obscure  up  the  dreamy  Strand  ! 

Glorious  night !   to  be  sure  the  sky 
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Is  falling,  the  winds  chill, — what  care  I, 

With  love  for  a  cloak  against  destiny. 

Good  passing  year  !   you  have  not  raised 

My  stature,  nor  brought  aught  about 

For  which  I  might  be  praised, 

Yet  good  old  year,  when  I  walk  out 

I  feel  as  if  I  was  not  quite 

The  same  as  on  last  new-year's  night. 

Not  that  I  hold  my  head  more  high 

Or  dare  laugh  at  Fortune,  certainly  ! 

Not  that  her  buffets  hit  less  fair, 

But  wounds  heal  again,  and  I  take  no  care  ; 

And  surely  her  smiles  now  are  far  more  bright, 

And  sunshine  of  heart  with  its  melody 

Floats  before  the  murkiest  sky. 

The  stars  too,  when  night  slumber  brings, 

If  indeed  these  ten  months  past 

Sleep  hath  ever  o'er  me  cast 

Her  sceptre, — whisper  wondrous  things. 

Yes  !   like  a  glorious  long  summer  even, 

A  deep,  rich,  wide,  and  sensuous  heaven, 
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Thou'st  been.     Thou  shadow  of  a  shade 

In  the  garments  of  our  souls  arrayed, 

We  are  thy  slaves,  the  slaves  of  time, 

Eunners  by  time's  chariot  dust 

With  moan  and  prayer,  or  song  and  rhyme  ; 

Still  thinking  thus  and  thus  we  must 

Attain  and  triumph,  but  the  lance 

Slips  through  our  hands  when  we  would  strike, 

And  something  else,  oh,  all  unlike 

Our  hope  is  what  we  have  attained, 

Given  by  the  passing  god,  not  gained 

By  us.     Then  thanks  for  the  crown,  say  I, 

The  crown  thou  hast   placed  on  my  Psyche's  head, 

Thanks  for  thy  gifts,  good  destiny, 

Heart-gifts  that  in  their  first  bold  bloom 

Perennial,  evermore  shall  shed 

Light  and  medicinal  perfume. 

Then  stoop  to  thy  melodious  bier, 

All  folded  white  in  the  snow,  old  year  ! 

Hark,  at  once  from  left  and  right 
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The  steeple  tongues  salute  the  night, 
Cloudy  voices  east  and  west 
Pass  wandering,  each  a  funeral  guest, 
Ah,  now  St.  Paul's  great  angel  flies, 
And  like  the  shepherd  of  the  skies, 
Drives  them  before  him,  he  the  last 
Falls  over  the  horizon  of  the  past  : 
So  is  the  old  year  knelled  and  blessed, 


V. 
MAY. 

Doubtless  now  in  Wetherel  woods 
The  white  lady  garlic  spreads, 

And  young  ferns  hold  their  wise  conclaves' 
All  nodding  their  crozier-heads. 

There  too  the  last  year's  bramble  sweeps 

The  Eden's  arrowy  swell, 
And  the  cuckoo  over  the  larches  dark 

You'll  hear  if  you  listen  well. 
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May  is  with  us  and  I  am  pent 

In  the  city's  huge  recess, 
But  prison-bars  nor  walls  of  stone 

Can  shut  out  spring's  caress. 

Over  the  roofs  from  the  fields  far  off 

Fresh  influences  hie, 
Shading  the  hair  from  the  cool  forehead, 

Touching  it  tenderly. 

Open  the  window,  let  the  breeze 

About  these  brown  books  play, 
And  hark,  the  caged  bird  opposite 

Knows  very  well  it  is  May. 

Sing  louder  yet  !   perhaps  both  thou 

And  I  enjoy  it  more 
Within  this  populous  wilderness, 

Then  roaming  wild  woods  o'er. 

Oh,  welcome  now  to  come  and  go, 
You  early  weak-winged  bee  ! 
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My  primrose  pots  and  crocuses 
Are  splendid  as  you  see. 

I  fear  your  sturdy  hopefulness 

Already  hath  gone  astray, 
Or  came  you  here  to  teach  me  sing 

A  song  to  suit  the  day  ? 

Yes,  'tis  summer,  the  feast  is  spread, 

The  wine  is  poured  out  free, 
Mignon  !   I  could  desire  no  more, 

If  I  but  drank  with  thee  ! 

Where  art  thou  now,  in  the  hawthorn  lane  ? 

Or  housed  with  some  dull  guest  ? 
I'll  think  of  thee,  and  some  have  said 

Our  fancied  joys  are  best. 

But  while  the  mavis  sings  i'  the  bough, 
And  the  cowslip  dots  the  mead, 

If  we  together  heard  his  song, 
'Twere  a  marvellous  May  indeed  ! 


161 


VI. 
A  COMPLIMENT  TO  MIGNON  SINGING. 

"  And  must  I  leave  thee,  Paradise  ?  " 
Eve  with  retreating  footstep  cries. 
While  the  armed  Michael  following, 
Hides  it  with  his  burning  wing. 
Pretty  enough,  a  pathetic  air  too,   "*** 
At  least  in  its  author's  dainty  view. 

"  And  must  I  leave  thee  Paradise  ? " 
You  must  indeed,  the  sword  replies  ! 
But  why  my  laughter-loving  friend, 
Dost  thou  repeat  her  tortured  lay, 
Not  even  an  angel  can  descend 
To  tear  thee  from  thyself  away  ! 
The  sky  above  our  heads  can  ne'er 
Of  its  sun-glories  be  bereft, 
And  nevertheless  an  atmosphere 
For  storms  and  thunder  still  be  left. 
Heaven  may  lie  beyond  the  skies, 
But  where  thou  art  is  Paradise. 
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VII. 
A  DEDICATION. 

Those  sober  morns  of  spring  are  gone  whose  light 

Made  the  leaves  golden  round  the  window-sill, 

While  pleasantly  my  task  advanced  from  hour 

To  hour,  until  the  last  short  page  was  full. 

The  kindling  influence  of  the  year  just  then 

Had  freed  the  butterfly,  and  the  lightest  breeze 

Twirled  its  vacant  winter-shell,  to  me 

A  sign  and  symbol  as  I  fondly  deemed. 

'Tis  pleasant  now  in  fair  book-shape  to  see 

What  these  sweet  morns  accomplished,  be  it  small, 

Yet  still  a  landmark  in  life's  path,  an  alms 

Saved  from  oblivion  and  an  indolent  past. 

Perhaps  within  its  fabric  not  one  thread 

Of  gold  is  woven,  and  those  thoughts  that  weighed 

Upon  me  as  a  duty  weighs,  till  speech 

And  action  frees  the  conscience  from  its   claim, 

Will  be  to  others  uninformed  and  null  : 

Perhaps  the  sheep  may  bleat,   the  small  dogs  bark, 
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And  not  one  man's  voice  answer  me  at  all  : 
So  be  it  :   on  the  waters  cast  I  still 
My  bread,  remembering  it  hath  been  to  me 
The  bread  of  life  according  to  my  light, 
For  one  full  concord,  one  just  harmony 
Between  the  chords  of  lyre  and  heart  rebuilds 
The  temple  of  the  soul. 

A  labour  still 

Of  love  it   hath  been.      With  the  name  of  love 
It  shall  be  sanctified,  and  unto  thee, 
Hopefullest  friend  !  do  I  now  send  it  :  thou 
Being  the  Mneme  of  past  wandering  years, 
And  I  the  hero  of  mine  own  romance. 
Nor  other  reasons  lack  I,  it  may  be, 
Although  they  might  not  sound  so  grand  and  grave. 
As  this,  a  gentle  critic  wilt  thou  prove  : 
Or  this,  if  flowers  but  seldom  deck  the  field, 
Thy  love  shall  sow  them  broadcast. 

But  no  more, 
Eros  is  the  great  master,  arid  his  law 
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It  is  we  follow.       Eros  priest  and  king, 

With  unshorn  tresses  that  no  crown  confines, 

Teaches  us  much.     This  first  ;  that  the  great  lamp 

Of  Truth  whose  naptha  needs  no  vestal's  care, 

Shines  not  with  holier  splendors  in  the  crypts 

Of  book-philosophy  and  art-arcades, 

Wherein  th'  ambitious  arm  themselves  for  fame, 

As  the  Athenian  youths  girt  up  their  hair 

For  the  gymnasium,  then  in  those  dear  bowers 

Of  our  humanity  where  amaranth  grows 

With  darnels,  worts,  and  thistles.     I  have  paused 

Oft-times  midway  in  some  laborious  scheme 

Asking  myself  the  question, — what  avails 

This  strife,  acquiring,  losing,  when  to  gain 

Or  lose  is  non-essential,  and  but  hangs 

Upon  the  outer  husks  of  life  ?   Reply 

Hath  reached  me  from  beyond  our  continent, 

It  was  not  I  who  toiled  :    cast  off  to-day 

Yesterday's  motives,  stands  unchanged  the  soul 

The  same  as  heretofore.     Thus  have  I  learned 

To  throw  no  dice  with  fortune  ;    to  remain 
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Spectator  more  than  actor.     Truth  descends 
Without  our  prayers  and  labor.     Knowledge  stands 
Apart  from  throned  wisdom.     Trivial  things 
Minister  oft  like  miracles,  and  reveal 
The  narrow  path  for  which  we've  searched  in  vain 
Through  sleepless  nights  and  over  sloughs  and  seas. 
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FOURTEEN  SONNETS, 


I. 
AMBITION. 

To  rise  up  step  by  step  from  hall  to  dais  ; 

To  take  the  best  seat  at  the  best  repast, 

While  adulating  eyes  are  toward  him  cast 

By  the  upstanding  hungry  ;  to  have  praise 

From  those  he  scorns  :  to  see  the  base  hand  raise 

The  limp  hat  to  him  as  he  hastens  by 

Not  deigning  to  return  the  courtesy  ; 

To  ride  while  others  tramp  the  miry  ways. 

These  are  the  honours  of  a  hot-breathed  world, 

These  the  civilian  honours,  these  the  prize 

In  church  or  bar.     Behold  that  wig  deep-curled, 

Great  prize  of  a  long  life's  toil,  and  those  eyes 

Below  it  like  dead  oysters  : — shut  thine  own, 

And  think  of  Christ  or  of  the  sky  star-sown  ! 
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II. 

TO  DAVID  SCOTT, 

ON    PUBLISHING    HIS    "  MEMOIR,    ETC." 

Brother  of  mine,  the  last  of  many,  passed 
Into  the  shipless  dark  sea,  where  we  all 
Must  follow,  as  our  days  and  hours  are  cast  : 
I  speak  to  thee,  I  touch  the  dreadful  pall, 
To  lay  thine  own  bay  leaves  upon  thy  bier. 
It  may  be  in  the  arcane  truths  of  God, 
Thou  still  dost  feel  this  touch,  dost  feel  and  hear, 
And  recognizest  still  the  cold  green  sod, 
Immensely  far  yet  infinitely  near  ! 
Thou  who  hast  shown  how  much  the  stedfast  soul 
Bears  abnegation,  how  an  ideal  goal 
Robs  life,  how  singleness  of  heart  hopes  long, 
And  how  by  suffering  sanctified,  the  song 
From  the  inner  shrine  becomes  more  wonderful  and 
strong. 
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III. 
TO  THE  ARTISTS  CALLED  P.  R.  B. 

I   thank   you,    Brethren   in   Sincerity ! 

I,    who,   within   the   circle   of  this   Art, 

The   charmed   circle,   humbly   stand   apart, 

Scornfully,   also,   with   a   listless   eye, 

Sick   of  conventional   vitality : 

For   ye   have   shewn   with   youth's   brave   confidence, 

The   honesty   of  true   speech,   that   intense 

Reality   uniting  soul  and   sense. 

When  Faith  is  strong,  Art  strikes   its   roots  far  down, 
And  bears  both  flower  and  fruit  with  seeded  core, 
When   Faith  dies   out,   the   fruit   appears   no   more, 
But   the   flower   bears    a   worm   within    its   crown  : 
Rejoice,   and   shrink   not  ;    once    again   Art's   way 
Shall   be   made  odorous   with   new   showers  of  May ! 
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IV. 
THE  POPULAR  CRITIC. 

The   poet   lives   indeed.      Within   the    schools 
He   may   or   may   not   have   tried   on   his   arms, 
Or   learnt   their   dext'rous   use  :    but   free   of  harms 
He   must   have    dived  and    braved  the    whirling  pool 
Of  his    own   heart,    and    o'er   the   heads    of  fools 
And   unbelievers,   teachers,   priests,   tipstaves, 
Or   censors,   held   his   own,   breasting   the   waves 
Of  martyrdom,    smiling    like    one   who   rules. 

And  here's  the  poet's  Judge  !    one  whose  small  speec' 
Of  tropes   and   figures,    Classics,    Quarterlies, 
Smells   stale,   whose  jaunty   confidences   teach 
His   fellow-philistines  to    dogmatise, 
Till   vulgar   scoffers   even  invade  the   skies — 
Turn,   poet !   lift  thy   foot   against   his   breech. 
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V. 
ON  READING  HAYDON'S  AUTOBIOGRAHY. 

The   coarse-voiced  peacock   spreads   his   starry  tail, 
And   wheels   about   that   all  the  world    may  see, 
Of  all   God's   creatures,   I   am   first,  quoth   he, 
Meanwhile   the   part   that   nature   meant   to   vail 
Winks   curiously   beneath  that   radiant   sail. 
Vanity   must   have   her  eclat,   show 
Of  clapping   hands,   boast   of  grand    aims, — and    so 
The   blessed   functions   of  the   artist    fail. 

Not   thus  the   greatly   gifted    use   their    wealth  ! 
The   good   man   gives   nor   usurous   interest   claims ; 
The     poet   craved   fit   audience  only  ;    health 
Works   without   boasting  ;   Shakspere    turned    again 
To   the    sunset    in    Stratford  : — here,    in    flames, 
The   begging    Art-apostle    dies    insane ! 
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VI. 
WORDSWORTH. 

ON  READING  THE  MEMOIRS  BY  DR.  C.  WORDSWORTH. 
FIRST  SONNET. 

Too   much   of  "  Tours,"  productive   more   or   less ; 
Too   much   of  "  Nature,"    meaning  thereby   hills, 
Trees,   hedges,  landscapes  rich    with   woods  and  rills 
Too   little   of  the   dark    divine  recess 
Beneath   the   white    shirt, — nothing    of  the  press 
Of  our   own    age    so   full   of  glorious    cares, 
And   men   that  call,  new    lamps    for    old  !   good  war< 
For   potsherds  given  !   in  this   book   I   confess. 

Yet  though   it   evermore  appears   in   sight 

A   poet   travelling   homeward   who   was    still 

A   poet   every   day,  with    common    tread 

Who   walked    on  common  shoes    up    Life's    high  hi] 

Self-center'd,    God-directed,  till    the   light 

Of  this   world  and   the   next  met   round    his  head. 
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VII. 
WORDSWORTH. 

SECOND  SONNET. 

Cumberland   was  the   world   to  him   and   art 
Was  landscape-gardening.      Most  sententiously 
A   truism   or  a  common-place  could   he 
Announce,   and   by   his   grave   large    voice   impart 
Value  thereto.      Steered  by  the   simplest  heart 
Tis  said   he   never  doubted,   but  held  on 
Bible  o'erpowered  :    in   these   our  days    alone 
Of  all   sane   men   perhaps   in   learning's   mart ! 

But   he   of   all   men   planned   his  life  with   care  : 
Fast   by  the   wells   of  sadness  walked  he   on 
O'er  fortunate   meads  with  chilly  flowers   made  fair, 
Till   on   his  right   haud  and  his   left   were   won 
The  waving   wheatears   of  a  just  success  ; 
A   man  whose   praise  rejoice   we  to   express  ! 
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VIII. 
WORDSWORTH. 

THIRD  SONNET. 

Each   medal   hath   its   reverse  ;    every   day 

Its    cloud  ;    each    house   its    skeleton  ;    so    here, 

Sum   up    this    philosophic    poet's    year, 

And   we   shall   find   within    his    mental    way, 

Few   threads    of  vital   poet-wisdom    stray. 

Instead  ;    philanthrophy   with    hand    withheld, 

A  caution    selfward    turned,    the    muse    compell'd 

To   chew   the   cud,    to   sift   the   sand   and   clay 

Left   by  chance   hill- winds,  lest  some   grains    of  go 

Without   assiduous    sieve   might   there   be   lost. 

A   bald   soul  awkward   with   his   lyre,  both  cold 

And   over- anxious,   find   we   to    our  cost  : 

And  this   the   moral   of  the    whole  ;    that   man 

Is   great   who    simply   doth    the    best   he    can. 
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IX. 

THE  FIRE  AT  EVENING. 

To   one   who   looks   but   seldom  on   the   stars, 
Whose    lode-star   is  a   certain   dear   bright   eye 
Kind  fortune  sent  him  ;    who  not   frequently 
Among  the   tarns   and   streams,  the  hills   and   scars 
Of  nature   uninformed    with  life  would   roam  : 
To   one  who   loves  the   haunts   of  men,  there  bound 
By  chance  and  choice  :  here   pitching   still  his  home 
Where   Art   the   most   abides  ;    to  such    a   man 
The   hearth   is   this   world's   centre,   holy   ground 
On  which   the   daily   sandals   are   untied  : 
And  in   the   caverned   fire   he  learns   to   scan 
The  day  just  past  new  picture-historied. 
Aye,  ev'n  all  life  restored  and  striven  again, 
And  a  new  sun-rise  breaks  o'er  heart  and  brain  ! 
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X. 

THE  WIND  IN  THE  CASEMENT: 

WRITTEN  IN  ILL  HEALTH. 

Silence,    oh    North-East    wind    thy    saddening    cry, 

Silence,   oh   wind   thine    everlasting  moan  ! 

Is   the    child   Innocence    all    naked   thrown 

Out   on    the   freezing   earth,    is    the   great    sky 

Now   made    of  lead   for    ever,    nor    again 

May  the    heart   cheer   up    nor    sweet   lips   be    curled 

Silence   oh  deadly   wind !    most  sure   the    rain 

That   an   indifferent   and   exacting   world 

Showers   on   us,  the   cold   blast   that  ever   blows 

On   one   who    wears    no  ermine,  sings  no  song, 

And  finds  no  holidays,   are  enough  strong 

To   give   us   daily   aches  and  overthrows  : 

But   with   thy   ceaseless    inorganic   wail 

Like   parting  Providence, — who   would   not   fail  ? 
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XI. 

ASSISTANCE  DELAYED. 

Had   this   hand  been   held  out   to  hail  me   on, 
Had   this   good  chance   befallen  me,  while  the  blood 
Was  juvenescent,    and   the   vista   long, 
And  life's   mid-year   unbridged  :    while   yet   all-good 
Appeared  the   triumphs   to   be   won,   the  men 
Who    had  attained   all   gods,    amidst   the   mist 
Blood-red   with   life's   vast   sunrise.      Doubtless   then 
Proudly  had   I   leap't  forth   and   dared   the   best, 
Either  with   tricks   fantastic,   or   high   faith 
And  art, — the   best   that  in   this   right   arm  lay  ! 
But  now  all  this  seems  boy's  play,  keep  your  breath 
To   cool   your   pottage,   wise    old  proverbs   say. 
The   world   still  grudgingly   unties   her  store  : 
Fame  and  reward  are  ours  when  they  are  prized  no 
more. 
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XII. 
TO  THE  MUSICIAN. 

(BEETHOVEN.) 

Music   transcends   conception  ;    God   in    heaven 

Is   the   musician's   father.       Wond'rous    child  ! 

Instinct   above   the   intellect   is    given 

To   him   the    wordless  and   unlearned  :    wild 

Fancies   of  heart   are  his   realities, 

And   over  them   as   o'er   firm   ground  he   flies 

Towards  absorption   in   the   unknown   skies 

Of  spirit-land. 

Alas  !   within    the   maze 

Of  the   actual   world,  hills,  cattle,    ships,  and  town, 
Knowledge   accumulative,   mace  and   gown, 
Wealth,   science,  law,  he  like    a  blind  man  strays. 
Yet  be  thou  proud,  poor  child  !   be   not   cast  down, 
,Men  hear  thee   like   the   voice    of  the  dead   risen, 
And   feel   they  are   immortal,   souls   in  prison  ! 
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XIII. 
THE  EPITAPH  OF  HUBERT  VAN  EYCK,  . 

CARVED  ON  THE  SHIELD  HELD  BY  A  MARBLE  SKELETON. 

Whoe'er  thou   art  who   walkest   overhead, 
Behold   thyself  in   stone  :    for   I  yestreen, 
Was   seemly   and   alert   like  thee  :    now  dead, 
Nailed  up  and   earthed,   and  for   the   last  time  green, 
The   first   spring   greenness   and  the    last   decay, 
Am  hidden   here    for   ever    from  the   day. 
I,   Hubert   Van    Eyck,  whom  all   Bruges   folk    hailed 
Worthy  of  lauds,  am   now   with  worms    engrailed. 
My  soul   with  many   pains    by    God  constrained 
Fled  in    September   when  the  corn   is  wained, 
Just   fourteen   hundred   years   and   twenty-six 
Since   Lord    Christ   hung   upon  the  crucifix. 
Lovers   of  Art,  pray   for   me   that   I  gain 
God's  grace,  nor  find  at  last   I've  painted,  lived,  in 
vain. 
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XIV. 
FRAGMENT  OF  A  SONNET  BY  RAPHAEL. 

As  Paul  when  he   descended  from  his   trance 
Could  utter   nought   of  the  divine    arcane, 
So   hidden   in   my   heart   my   thoughts    remain 
Lovingly  veiled   from    all   unhallowed    chance. 
How  much  I '  see,    how  much  I  do  and   bear, 
Clothing  with   placid   smile   the    secret   pain, 
Which  I  could  just   as    easy   change  the   hair 
Upon   this   brow   as    render  up    profane — 

Thus   far   the   master,  the   divine    Raphael, 

Who  died  before  his  brown   locks  had  uncurled, 

And  left   so   much, — yet  from   whose   hand    we   hai 

This  fragment   now  across  a  changing  world. 

Finish  it,  reader  ! — genius,  fortune,  fame  ! 

Thrice  crowned,  life's  mingled  yarn  remains  the  same. 
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TEN  SONNETS 
EMBODYING  RELIGIOUS  IDEAS, 

I. 
LIFE  STRUGGLES. 

We   asked   not   to   be   born  ;    'tis    not   by   will 
That  we   are   here   beneath   the  battle-smoke 
Without   escape  ;    by   good   as   well   as   ill, 
By  fact   and   mystery   opposed  :    no   cloak 
Of  an   Elijah,   no   stairs    whereupon 
Angels   ascending   and   descending   shine 
Over   the  head   here   pillowed   on   a   stone, 
Anywhere   found.     Nor   ought   we   to   repine, 
For   each   year   hath   its   harvest,   every   day 
Some   clang    of  cymbals,   laughter,   or   sweet   moan, 
Yea,   thought   itself  is   triumph,   nor   would    I   pray 
For   rest,   or   shrink,   if  I   could   but   command 
Courage   of  heart,   courage   of  heart   and   hand  ! 
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II. 

ON   PRAYING   FOR    COURAGE,   IN    THE 
FOREGOING    SONNET. 

Courage   of  heart   and   hand,  Faith   first   of  all  : 
Such   is  the   prayer  of  the   perplexed  man, 
Mistrusting   the   still   Voice,    and   its   true    call 
To   work  ;    opposed   it   may   be   by   the   ban 
Of  social   ills.      Prayer  answered   by   desires 
Within   the    soul    for   more    than    sense    receives, 
And  by   sky-pointing   fingers    of  fair    spires, 
From   whose   kind    creeds    the  refuged  mortal  wea\ 
Protecting  garments   for   this    pilgrim-strife 
Passing   from   world    to   world.       But   let   us    here 
With   full   breast   bare    to   all   the   winds    of  life, 
And   ready   hand   and    answering  eye   and    ear, 
Gain   faith   and   courage   through    self-harmony, 
Cheerful   in   strong   repose, — fearless    to  live    or   di 


III. 
LIFE  ITS  OWN  GUIDE. 

Sometimes    we   realize   our   fond   desires, 

Nor   seldom   doth   the   strong   man   seize   his  prize  ; 

But   ere    we   gain   the   Expectation   dies, 

And   the   Attainment's   no   more   like   the   hope 

Than   are  the   ashes   like   the   beacon   fires 

That  shed  them.     When  the  day  of  life  first  broke, 

How   many  starry   crowns   were   in   the    skies  ! 

But   soon   we   find   the   mid-day   by   surprize 

Hath   come   upon   us,   not   a   star   remains, 

Not   an   aurora  cloud  :    nor  are   we   grieved  : 

The   man   is   still   the   same,  with  numerous   gains  : 

Patience,   the   Knowledge   he   is   undeceived, 

Confident   humbleness,   more   strong   than   fate  : — 

Experience  thrusts  us  on,   yet  shows  us  not  the  gate. 
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IV. 
LIFE  WITHOUT   FAITH. 

Most  fearfully    and   wondrously   we're   made  ; 
In   fear   and   in   the   dark   we   strive   to    live 
By  sight,  and   in   new  confidence   arrayed 
Cry  we  to   Nature,    stay  !    to   Fate,  give,  give  ! 
Still   loitering  towards    to-morrow,  when   to-day 
Fails   to   bring   forth    from   its    too    numerous    toils 
And   manifold   emotions,  those  great    spoils 
Wherewith   to    build    a   tower    of  strength    and    sta( 
Reaching   to    heaven.      Alas,   we   only   find 
To-morrow  like  to-day  ;   the   impending   sky 
Silent   and   blue,  silent   and   dark   and   high, 
The    only   changes,    passing    clouds    and    wind. 
And   round   about   us,   blackening   upwards,   slopes 
Accumulation   vast   of  unproductive   hopes  ! 
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V. 
RESTORATION  OF  BELIEF. 

Follow   me,   Jesus   said,    and    they   uprose, 
Peter   and   Andrew   rose   and   followed   him, 
Followed  him  even  to  Heaven  through  death  most 

grim, 

And   through   a    long   hard   life    without    repose, 
Save   in   the   grand   ideal   of  its    close. 
Take  up   your  cross   and   follow   me,    he    said, 
And   the  world   answers   yet   through    all   her   dead. 
And    still   would    answer    had    we  faith    like    those. 

Oh    who   will    speak    again    such    words    of  fire  ! 
With   gladsome    haste    and   with   rejoicing   souls 
How   would   men   gird    themselves   for   the  emprize  ! 
Leaving  their   black   boats   by   the  dead  lake?s  mire, 
Leaving   their   slimy   nets    by    the   cold   shoals, 
Leaving   their  old    oars,   nor   once   turn   their    eyes. 


2  B 


VI. 
ON  THE  AUTHORITY  OF  ANTIQUITY. 

Catholic  Chapel,  Christmas  Day,  1850. 

Why   should   the   past    loom    out    so    fair    and  gran 
And    the    most   ancient    most    demand    our   love  ? 
Oh  that   we    could    with    even    balance    stand 
Between   the   past    and    future  :    like   the    dove 
We   could   between   the   wastes    of  clouds   and  wav 
Gather   the    olive    leaves    and    turn    again 
Unto   the   home    assigned    to    him    who    saves 
The    salt   of  this    life.       That    supernal    strain 
Which    sounded    when    the    green-leaved    world   was 

young, 

Sounds    still   when    the    great   petals    ruby   red 
Expand,  and    still   will    sound,  though    still   unsung 
By   poet-sage   in   years   to   come  :    the   dread 
Soul- giving    voice    of  God   that    spoke    of  old, 
Speaks    still,    and    he    who    hears    is    crowned    with 
gold. 


187 


VII. 
PEBBLES  IN  THE  STREAM. 

HARMONY  BETWEEN  THE  SOUL  AND  NATURE. 

Here   on   this   little   bridge   in   this    warm  day 
We   rest   us   from    our   idle  sauntering   walk. 
Over   our  shadows   its    continuous    talk 
The    stream    maintains,  while   now    and   then   a  stray- 
Dry   leaf  may   fall   where   the    still   waters   play 
In   endless    eddies,   through    whose   clear  brown   deep 
The   gorgeous   pebbles    quiver  in   their    sleep. 
The   stream    still   hastes  but   cannot   pass   away. 

Could   I   but   find   the   words   that    would   reveal 

The   unity  in   multiplicity, 

And   the   profound   strange   harmony   I   feel 

With   those   dead   things,    God's   garments  of  to-day, 

The   listener's    soul   with   mine   they   would   anneal, 

And    make   us    one   within   eternity. 
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V11I. 
THE  STARS  AND  THE  SOUL. 

Revolving   worlds,    revolving    systems,    yea, 
Revolving   firmaments,    nor    there    we    end, 
Systems    of  firmaments   revolving    send 
The   soul   across   the    infinite    astray 
Gasping    and   lost    and   terrified  ;    the   day 
Of  life,  the    things    and    interests    of  home 
Shrivelled   up.      O,    that    centreless  dread  dome 
For   ever   pealing   on   its    unknown    way  ! 
O,   for   some   rest   unto    the    soul's    tired    feet  ! 
But   no,    she   must   return    unto    her    ark — 
This   frail   brave   body    miscalled   incomplete, 
And   let   her  bring   this   truth   back    from    the  dai 
Life  is   self-centred   by    the    gift    of  God, 
Space,    time,    are    but   the    walls    of  our   abode. 
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IX. 

GOD  AND  THE  SOUL. 

Life   is   self-centred,   and   the   light   within 

Shines   out   upon   the   spheres    of  other   lives, 

Giving,   receiving,   into   the   deep   hives 

Of  spirit,   sense   transformed   to   thought,  made    thin, 

Essential,   vital.     So  doth   man  outspin 

The   beautiful,  the   good,   the  just,   the   grand, 

And   all  the   kind   affections  round   us    stand 

Like   children  whose   sweet   laughter    cannot    sin. 

Life   is   self-centred,    though   revolving    too 

In   its   thrice-glorious  abysmal  sphere, 

Spring  blossoms,  summer  comes,  fruits  that  ne'er  grew 

Elsewhere   in   our   inspired  hearts    appear  : 

But   who  shall   speak    of  that    sole    Sun,   the   True, 

Whose  light  sheds  down  the  fervours  of  our  Year  ? 


x. 

SPIRITUAL  LIFE. 

Ought   we   to   long   for   more    than    we    possess  ? 
To    seek   for   Babel's   heights    or   Jacob's    stair, 
For   lotus   food,    elixir   happiness, 
Or   aught    that   may   not   flower   in   mortal    air  ? 
Are   they   not   all    within   us,    towering  there, 
Midway    the   valleys    of  the    spiritual    east, 
And    every   morning    when    we   wake,   behold, 
They  shine  out  freshened  by  the  dews  :    what  priest 
Is   like   the    Voice   within   us  !    what   so   old 
August    and   holy    as  the   daily  joy 
Whereby    the    heart   beats.       I    can   feel    the   fold 
Of  wings   that   fan   my  face    from   all   annoy, 
With   each   kind    word   flies   up  a  milk  white  dove 
Haloes   of  light   expand    around  the  brows  we  love 
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THE  INCANTATION  OF  HERVOR. 

At  moonrise,  Hervor  left  her  couch, 
Clad  and  tired  and  armed,  the  while 
She  muttered  still  the  magic  runes. 
The  sail  was  spread,  the  strenuous  oar 
Whitened  the  dark  blue  waters  : 
In  one  night  more  they  gained  the  strand, 
And  she  ran  forth  to  the  battle-ground 
Muttering  still  the  magic  runes. 

"  Father  Angantyr,  wake,  awake  ! 
Suafa's  one  child,  thine  only  daughter, 
Doth  charge  thee  to  arouse  again, 
And  give  her  the  gold-hilted  sword 
Forged  by  the  Dwarves  for  Suafarla  !" 
Her  right  fore-finger  pointed  like  a  spear 
To  the  corse-kernel'd  mound  ;    no  voice  replied. 
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"  Ye  of  the  iron  shrouds,  and  shirts  of  brass 
Ye  of  the  mast-like  lance  and  glaive, 
From  beneath  the  stones  I  stir  ye, 
From    beneath  the  roots  of  trees  ; 
Hervordur,  Hiorvardur  ! 
Hrani,  Angantyr  !    hear  !  " 

She  darkened  her  eyes  with  her  long  fair  hands, 
She  listened  and  listened,  no  answer  came. 

"  Are  the  sons  of  Angrim  wholly  dust  ? 

Are  they  who  gloried  in  blood  now  ashes 

Ha,  ha  !  can  none  of  the  strong  dead  speak 

Hervordur,  Hiorvardur  ! 

Hrani,  Angantyr  !  hear  ! " 

She  thrust  her  arms  abroad,  with  quivering  tongi 
She  cursed,  she  cursed  them  in  their  rottenness. 

"  Dust,  ashes,  worms  !    so  may  ye  ever  be, 
Dust,  ashes,  worms  !    within  your  ribs 
May  the  vermin  lodge  for  ever  ! 
It  shall  be  so,  unless  ye  hear  me, 
Unless  ye   yield  the  charmed  sword  !" 
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Here  paused   she   again,  and   her  eyes   were  seen 
Burning   out   through   the   dark   brown   night. 
Slowly   a   dreadful   wailing   rose  ; 
A  white   light   oozed  from   out   the   mould, 
She   seemed   to   stand   i'   the   salt-sea   foam  : 
The  turf  was  rent,   and  the   black  earth  yawned. 

ANGANTYR. 

O,   daughter   Hervor,   raker   among   dead   bones, 

Speaker   unto  the  sealed-up   ears  of  Death, 

Why   call'st  thou  ?    wilt   thou   rush   to   hell  ? 

Is   sense   departed   and  Odin's   gift   lost 

That   thou   art   here   thus   desperately-tongued  ? 

Nor  father,   nor    brother,   nor   friend, 

Did   cut  the  turf  for   me— - 

Two   men   escaped — and   one   still  holds 

Tirfing,   the   sword  thou  seekest, 

Tirfing,  the   incurable   wounder. 

HERVOR. 

TelTst  thou   a   lie  !    oh   father,  so   mayst  thou 

For   evermore   within   flame-chains   be   bound, 
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If  thou   deniest   me   inheritance, 
If  Tirfing   be  not  given  me  ! 

ANGANTYR. 

And   if  so,   Hervor,   hear  ! 

The   dead    can   prophesy,   thy   race 

One   by  one  by  this  sword  shall  bleed  ! 

At  one  of  thy  sons,  oh  Hervor  ! 

Men   shall   point   and    cry,  l  Lo  there ! 

The  mother-murderer  ! '  if  this   sword    shakes 

Against  his  thigh,  oh  Hervor. 

HERVOR. 

Angantyr  !   never   may'st  thou  frighten  me, 
I  care  not  what  the  dead  man's  voice  can  tell. 
Angantyr,  spells   are  mine,  thou  shalt  not  rest 
Until  that  sword  be  given   me. 
I  thought  thee  brave,  but  I  have  found  thy  hall, 
And  thou   dost   quail  :    it   is   not   good   to   rust 
The  sword  of  heroes  ; — give  it  forth,  give  forth  ! 
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ANGANTYR. 

Stalwart   in   courage,   youngling  maid, 
Who  speakest  the  runes   at   midnight, 
Powerful  in  herbs  ;   who   boldest   the   spear 
Rune-graven,  and  standest   in   helmet   and   shoe, 
Before  the   blackness   and   brightness   of  graves, 
The  brand  thou   seekest   beneath   me  lies, 
Wrapt  in  fire   thou   darest   not   touch. 

HERVOR. 

Lo  ye  !    how  I  shall  wrench  it  from  thee ! 
I  shall  hold  its  edge   unhurt, 
The  white  fire   of  tombs   cannot   burn   me, 
I   dread  not  the   white  light   of  death. 

ANGANTYR. 

Horrible  suffering  1 

Hold  thine  arm 

Away  from  me  : 

Perish  not  yet, 

Cover   thine    eyes 

If  thou   canst    not   endure    it. 
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HERVOR. 

Nothing  I   see 

But   what   I   before   knew. 

ANGANTYIl. 

What   seest   thou   now  ? 

HERVOR. 

Father  !   strange  things  ! 

ANGANTYR. 

Now  I  ask  thee    again. 

HERVOR. 

I   see   a   hand,   but   it   is   not   that 

Of  mortal   living    or   dead,    and    a    sword 

Long  and  heavy    and    gold-chased,  burning — 

Tirfing  is   mine  !    thou  hast  done  well ! 

Greater  triumph    now   is   mine 

Than  if   all   Norway  bowed  to  me. 

ANGANTYR. 

Woman,   thou   dost   not    understand, 

Rash  speech  is   thine,   that   sword's   thy   bane, 
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Even  as  'twas  king  Hialmar's  bane 
When   in   my   hand   it    clove  him   down  : 
Hold   it   thou   and  hoard   it   well, 
But  touch   not  its   two   charmed   edges. 
Farewell,    daughter,   all   my   lands, 
Men  and  ships,  arms,  gold,  and  gods, 
With  this  devouring   sword   are  thine. 

HERVOR. 

Well   I   shall  hold  it,   I   shall  lift   it, 
Until  all   eyes  have   seen  and   feared   it, 
And   my  unborn   sons   shall   wield  it ! 
I  return   now  to   my   bold   men, 
Where  the   waves   vex   the   rocking  helm  : 
No   wish  is   mine   to   lie  beside  ye 
In  the  hall  that   burns   with    death  ; 
No  joy   is   mine  to  wait  morn   here 
Where  the   adder   is   fat  and  strong, 
Or   keep   thy   tomb   from    closing  now. 
Sleep  then,   sires    of  warriors,   sleep  ! 
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JEittrntructton, 


FIRST  FRIAR. 

"  Unworthy   days,   unworthy  ways  ! 

Unworthy  freres  are  we  ! 
And  well   it   would   behove  us   all 
To  live   more  holily." 

SECOND    FRIAR. 

"  Truly  hast  thou  spoken  now, 

And  I  have  thought  the  same  ; 
This  routh   of  wine,  this  wantoningj 
May   bring   our  souls  to   shame." 
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THIRD    FRIAR. 

"It  even  is   as  ye  have  said, 

My   betters  and   elders  both, 
And  if  ye   will   we   leave   this   din, 
I  shall   not   sure  be  loth. 

These  barons   are  not   of  the   best, 
Nor   come   they   here  I   trow 

To   pray   or  fast — these   yeoman   ne'er 
Set  shoulder   to   the   plough." 


FOURTH    FRIAR. 

"  And   I   whose   feeble   eyes   have   seen 

Eighty  long   years  and   three, 
Approve  right  well   that  we  go   hence  ; 

Feasting   doth   but  ill   agree 

With  the  whispers  of  the   grave   to   me 
Lend  me   thine   arm   then,  Benedict, 

And  let  me  trust  to  thee. 
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They've   sat   them   down    each    on   his    seat 
Around   the   wide  hearth   stone  : 

And   for   a  time   right   thoughtfully 
Each   looked   the   other   on. 

A   small   lamp   from   the   roof-tree   hung 

Their   shaven   heads   right   o'er, 
So   high   it   hung   it   lighted   nought 

But  the   corners   of  the   floor. 

Then  spoke   the   oldest   friar  there, — 
A   man   they   reverenced    well, — 

He   bade   the   youngest    of  the   four 
Some   godly  tale   to   tell. 
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'3  Cafe. 


SAINT  CUTHBERT  's  TRIAL  OF  FAITH. 
I. 

A   fair-faced   man    our    Cuthbert    was, 

The   fairest   ever   seen, 
His   lip   was   soft,   and  his   eyebrow   dark, 

And   bonny   blue   his   eyen. 

ir. 
His   kin   were   lewd    and    he   was  meek, 

So   he    left   them   in    God's    fear, 
And    at   morn    he    sat  at   his    shealing's  yett, 

The   sun    it   shone    so    clear. 

in. 
The   sun   was  high,  and   it   glent   so   clear 

Over  the   stream   and   wood, 
That  forthwith   he  began   to    sing 

Praise   to   his    God    so  good. 
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IV. 

The  Saints   above   the   firmament 

Said  one   to   another   then  : 
"Here  ye   that   song   from   a   land   so  dark 
Of  wicked   and    violent   men  ? " 

v. 

But   our   Saviour   far   above   the    saints 

Heard   what   was    said    and    sung  ; 
"  The   heart    of  man   is   doubtfulness, 
This    Cuthbert   is  but   young." 

VI. 

Therewith   came   a   cloud    across   the   sun 
And   changed   was    Cuthbert's   face, 

While   his  strong  limbs  waxed  lax  and  shrank, 
And   blisters    rose    apace. 

VII. 

The    brown    hair    of  his    head   grew    gray, 
His  beard   grew  gray   the   while, 

He   laid   his   breviery    aside 
Lest    he    might   it   defile. 
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VIII. 

A   husbond  crossed   the   stubble-field 

Bringing   his   daily    bread, 
But  when  that   leprous   face   he   saw, 

The   evil   man   was   glad. 

IX. 

"Ha,  Cuthbert,   thou   who   wast    so    young, 

So   old   how   canst   thou   be — 
Now  know   I   that   thou   art  no    Sanct, 
But    God    doth    punish    thee." 

x. 

The  husbond  throws  his  cakes  of  rye 
Upon  the  ground  and  flies, 

But  as  he  runs  he  hears  meek  words 
Of  thanks  from  Cuthbert  rise. 

XI. 

The  maiden  from  the  hill  came  down 
With  a  bowl  of  milk  so  kind  ; 

This  bowl  of  rriilk  each  second  night 
Well  knew  he  where  to  find. 
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XII. 

For   she   poor   child    was   much    abashed 

A  priest  to  look  upon, 
And  she  would  linger  far  till  he 

Into  his  cell  was  gone, 
Then  steal  within  the  yett,  and  lay 

The   can   upon   a  stone. 

XIII. 

That   day   as   from   the   knoll   she   gazed 
And   saw   him   kneel   at   prayer  ; 

She   deemed   it  could   not   Cuthbert   be, 
So  gray  was   his   brown   hair. 

xiv. 
Then   down   with   silent  feet   she   came 

And  sat  behind  the  trees, 
That    by    his   shealing's  end  grew  straight, 

The   howf  of  summer   bees. 

xv. 

She   looked   from    out   this   covert   good, 
She   saw   the   change   so   grim  ; 
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And  more   than   ever   melodious 
She   heard   his   evening   hymn. 

XVI. 

The  tears   then   from   her   sweet   eyes   fell, 
To   think   of  his   great  beautie, 

More   swiftly   gone   than    sorrel   flowers, 
More   changed   than   autumn   tree. 

XVII. 

Now  Cuthbert   as   he   rose   from   prayer, 

He   saw   the    shaking   leaves, 
And  heard   the    sobs,   then   asked   he 
"  Who   is    it   thus   that   grieves — 
Is    it   the    maiden    from    the    hill 
The   alms   of  milk   that   leaves  ? " 

XVIII. 

With   that    around   the    shealing's    end, 

Into   the   briers    he    went, 
But  the   maiden    rose    right    hastily, 

And  away    in   fear    she    glent. 
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XIX. 

The  good  man  smiled  to  see  her  run, 

Nor  murmured  he  at  all, 
But  read  within  the  holy  book 

Until  the  night  'gan  fall  ; 
Then  cheerfully  for  sleep  prepared 

And  shut  his   wicket   small. 

xx. 

Thereafter  hunger  in   him   rose, 
But   none  brought  cakes  of  rye, 

And   sore   thirst   made  him   very  faint, 
But   no  herd-maid  came  nigh  : 

Upon  his   knees   he   stumbled   down 
That   praying   he  might   die. 

XXI. 

"  As   is   his    prayer   so   be   his   meed," 

Said   the    Saints   about   the   Throne, 
When   lo,   he   asked   not   for   strength 
And  beauty   once   his   own. 
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XXII. 

He  asked   not   the   love   and   praise 

The   peasants   wont   to   give, 
But   he   gave   thanks  to   him   who    had 

Measured   his   time   to   live. 

XXIII. 

The  brown  cloud  passed  from  off  the  sun 
Now  hidden  five  days  and  more, 

His  blood  danced  swift,  he  rose  therefrom 
More  beautiful  than  before  ! 


A  little  space  they  silent  sat 

This   thing    to    think   upon  ; 
Till  the  next  in  youth  as  next  in  speech 

Took  up  the  tale  anon. 
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Jprfar'a  Cale. 

SAINT  CUTHBERT  'S  PENANCE. 
I. 

This   bield   of  Melrose   wide   and    tall, 
Whereof  we  four   are   freres, 

Was   at   the   time   established  first 
When  Cuthbert   grew   in   years. 

IT. 

And   so   he  joined    the   banded   few 

Who  took   the  sacrament, 
With   vows   eschewing  worldly   shows, 

To   live   and   die   content. 

in. 

I   ween   he   was   lowly  far  beneath 

The   lowliest  brother  there, 

Scarce   would    he   dare  to   look    up   to 

The   great   gilt   rood  at    prayer. 
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IV. 

Scarce   could   he   come   before   the   steps 
When   the   Abbot   spread  his   hands, 

But  over  him  a  trembling  crept 
Like  one  whom  fear  withstands. 

v. 
Scarce   would   he   speak   with   fewest  words 

Of  what   they   spoke   the   most, 
But   ever   and    anon   he  stopt 

As   tears   his  eyelids    crossed. 

VI. 

The   man   whom   Jesus    died    to    bless 

He   seemed   sometimes   too, 
But   then   his    gladness    suddenly 

To    woful    thinkings    grew. 

VII. 

Oft  would   he   scan   from   day   to   day 
Some   desert    Saint's  great    book, 

And  all  this  watching-time  no  food 
Within  his  lips  he  took. 
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V11I. 

Oft   by  the  night,  the  winter  night, 

When  all  are  fain  to  cower, 
And  other   monks   their   rosaries   laid 

Aside  till  matin  hour, 
He  went  forth  on  the  crisped  frost 

Right  through  the  snow  or  shower. 

IX. 

Then  gathered  some  with  whisperings 

And  twinklings  of  the  eye, 
Who  went  about  from  cell  to  cell 

Saint    Cuthbert  to   belie. 


x. 

But   still  their  spite  he  noted  not, 

So  bye  ward  and  so  meek, 
And  when  that  night  was  deepest  dark 

The  door  was  heard  to  creak. 
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XI. 

Then  from  his  pallet  suddenly 

A  cunning  frere  arose, 
"  I'll  see,"  quoth  he,  "  where  in  the  mirk 
Our  stalwart  Cuthbert   goes." 

XII. 

So  saying  from  his  couch  he  slid 

And  softly  followed  him, 
Across  the  wood  into  the  haugh, 

Led  by  the  snow  marks  dim. 

XIII. 

Late  at  sunset  the  sleet  had  blown 

Into  the  eye  of  day  ;— — 
Their  slow  steps  verily  were  cold, 

Imprinted  in  the  clay. 

XIV. 

He  followed  to  the  river's  edge  ; 

But  soon  repented  he 
That   ever  he  did  on  such  a  chace 

With   the   other   freres   agree. 
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XV. 

For  like   an   icicle   came  fear 

Into   his   curdled   brain, 
And   sure   he   felt   the   cold   more   keen 

Than   earthly   freeze   or   rain. 

XVI. 

From   the   white   stars   shot  arrowy    sparks 

As   if  all   sent   to  him  ; 
Till   he   waxed   more   wrothful   than   afraid 

All   wobegone   but   grim. 

XVII. 

Quoth  he   "  the   youth  must   have   some   nook 

Wherein   to   bait   him   soon, 
I'll   find   him   out   although    I   die 

I'  the   sedges   in   a   swoon." 

XVIII. 

Upon   the   sand   he  set  his   foot, 

He  sank   up  to   his   thigh, 
And   further  in   he   Cuthbert   saw 

Where  he  could  not  come   nigh. 
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XIX. 

Upon   his   face   the    Saint   lay   down, 
His   hands   clasped   round   his  head  ; 

About   his   elbows   and   his   knees 
The  plaining   ripples   sped. 

xx. 

No   shoon   had   he   upon   his   feet, 

No   mantle   on   his   back  ; 
Thus   said   the  saint   his   penance   prayer 

Beneath   the   snovvy   wrack. 

XXI. 

Anon   two   bonny   hounds  the   frere 
Saw   running   on  the   air  ; — 

Against  his    feet    they   laid    themselves 
To  warm  him  with  their  hair. 

XXII. 

Then  round  and   round   and  further   back 
The   ripples  shrank,  and  lo  ! 

A  green  grass  sod  beneath  him  grew, 
Where    violets    sweet  did  blow  ! 
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While   a  voice    by   the   ear 
Of  the   monk   said   clear 
"  Until   my   servant   press   his   bier 
What  thou   hast   seen   let   no    man    hear. 
Thy   steps   are   loosened,  go  1 " 


Anon  the  oldest   of  the   four 

Whom  these   things   pleased  right  well, 
The   other   frere   exhorted   next 

Some  marvel  good   to   tell. 


21 G  FOUR  ACTS  OF   ST.  CUTHBKRT. 


Calf. 


SAINT    CUTHBERTS    HEHMITAGE. 
I. 

The    Saint   had  grown   in   years,   as   I 
Have    now    by    our  Father's    grace  — 

When   he   left   the   cloister   for   the   cell, 
Alone  for  a  lonely  place. 

ii. 

He   travelled   without   sack    or   scrip 
As  the   sun   doth   day   by    day, 

Till   the   patient   staff  he   leant   upon 
Was   chafed   half  away. 

in. 

Nor  when   he   came   into   a   town 

Did   he    go   near   the   Lord, 
But   with   the   humblest   did  he   house 

And    sat    at   the    scantiest    board. 
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At   length   upon   Northumberland 

Beside   the   hungering   sea, 
He    stood  as   the  landward   breezes   brought 

The   fisherman   home   with   glee. 

v. 

"Why   stand   ye   here,"   the   fisher   said) 
"Your   eye   on  the   waters   gray?" 

"I   see,"  quoth   he,    "a   glimpse   of  land 
Afar   like   peace   away." 

VI. 

"  An   isle   of  rocks   and   sand   it   is, 

And  no   fresh    spring   is   there, 
And   in   its  broomy   holm    and   beach 
The   wild  birds   flock  and   fare." 

VII. 

"  A    hermit's    benison   be  thine,  —  - 
Its   name   I   now   would   learn  ;" 

"Father,  a  poor  man's   thanks    are   mine, 
The    island's    name   is   Feme." 
2  F 
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VIII. 

Next   day   upon   Feme's   beach   he    stept 

From   the   good   fisher's   bark, 
His   welcome   such   as   Noah's   was 

When   he   issued   from   the   ark. 

IX. 

The   boards   of  a   tangled   wreck   and  boughs 

There   stranded   by   the    tide, 
Took   he   for   balks    to    bigg    a   bower 

Wherein  he   might   abide. 

x. 

Next,   that   the    waters    might    not    swell 

Upon  him    in    the    night, 
He    made   a   wall   with    stones,    four   men 

Cannot   shift   with  all    their   might. 

XI. 

That  done,  amidst   his  earthen  floor 

Beside  his   firing   wood, 
He  caused  a  little    spring   to   rise 

By  signing   of  the   rood. 
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xn. 

With   that   he   worken   in   the  earth 
And   sowed  his   corn   with    care  ; 

And   when   the   small   birds   gathered   round 
They   understood  his   prayer  ; 

XIII. 

And   lifting   up   their   beaks   unfed, 

Went   quietly  away, 
Also  the   craiks   and   buzzards   brown 

Came  not   again  that   way. 

XIV. 

Oh,   glorious  power   of  faithfulness 

To  do   such   wondrous   deeds  ! 
Oh,   poverty   surpassing   all 

The   honor   of  kings'   meeds. 

xv. 
We  know   it   is    more   beautiful 

Than   all   Sir   Arthur's   power, 
Or  belle   Isonde's    rich   tresses   long, 

Or  Queen  Guenever's   bower. 
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XVI. 

Oh,   happy   life   beyond   the   song 
Of  minstrelle's   gemmed   keys  ; 
Whom    knights   with    guerdons   in   their   hands 
Can   purchase  as  they  please. 

XVII. 

Roundel   and    flourish   and    merry   chime ! 
Hark  !   in   the   ha'   we  hear   them   now, 
The   wine   is   flowing   rife   I   trow, 
This   is   an   Easter   gay  ! 
Saint   Cuthbert !   pray   ye   for   us   all 
Before   we   pass   away. 

XVIII. 

King   Egfrid   from  Northumber-land, 

And    Saint    Theodore   also, 
With   a   silver  crosier  o'er   the   waves 

To   Cuthbert's   island   go. 

XIX. 

Many   tears   from   his  old   eyes   came, — 
(Blest   ground  whereon   they   fell  !) 
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For   a   gyve   of  love   did   gird  his   heart 
To  his    God-fashioned   cell. 

xx. 

"I   go,   said   he,   at   God's   high   heste 

Unto   high   places   now, 
Would   that   I   might   be   spared,    but  all 

At  God's  high  heste  should  bow." 
With  that  he  humbly  bended  down, 
And  the  mitre  was  placed  on  his  holy  crown. 


A  little   while  they   silent  sat, 
Till   the   eldest   frere   began 

The   fourth  and  last  blest  narrative, 
And   thus   his   sermon   ran. 
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Cale. 


SAINT  CUTHBERTS  DEATH. 

i. 

My   words   are   few  and   like   the   days 
That   o'er   this   brow   may   flit 

Ere  you   my   brethren   well   beloved 
See   my   mass-tapers    lit, 

ii. 

Saint    Cuthbert,  who,   as   ye   have   told, 
Was  gifted   in  high    degree,  — 

Saint    Cuthbert   knew   before   they   came, 
When   death-pains    he    should   dree. 

in. 
He   stood   upon   the    altar-steps 

Amidst   the   altar's   light, 
And   laid   aside   his   ring   and   staff, 

And    cope    so    richly    dight. 
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IV. 

Sorrow   was   over   every   face, 

A   sorrow   wondrous   still, 
As   he  uncovered   the   head  no   more 

A    mitre   again   would   fill. 

v. 
The   scanty   hair   he   smoothed   aside, 

And  every   one   'gan   weep  : 
.    Quickly  he   blessed  them  :    then   went   forth 
As   a   child   that   goes   to   sleep. 

VI. 

"  Now   follow   me   not,"    said   he,    "  no   one 

Must   follow   me   I   trow, 
Save   a   brother   who   can   hold   the   oar, 
I   need   none   other  now." 

VII. 

They   kissed   his   garments'   hem   and   feet, 
They   kissed   them  o'er   and  o'er, 

And   many   times   they   stayed   him   quite 
That   they   might   kiss   them   more. 
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But   he   had   caused   them   all   to   go 
Before   he   reached   the   shore. 

VIII. 

And  now   he   seats   him  in   the   boat 
With   a   rower    by   his   side, — 

Along  the  greenery  of  the  sea 
And  foam-bloss*    i  they  glide 

IX. 

Soon   they   come   to   a   long   black   swell 
That   heaves   their  bark  about : 

Hark,  on   the   naked   craigs   of   Feme, 
The  breakers,   how   they    shout  ! 

x. 

Nearer   they   come,   now  on  the   stones 
The  grating   keel    doth    groan  : 

Saint  Cuthbert  riseth  from   his   seat 
And  tottereth  out  alone. 
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XI. 

"  A   cheerless  dormitory   is   this, 
And   the   sun   is    in   the   sea, 
Must   I   return   alone,    or   when 
Shall   I   come   back   for   thee  ? " 

XII. 

The   west   was   red,    the    cold   wind   blew, 

The   stars   were   in  i.  e   east, 
Twilight  was  settling    on   the   sea, 

When   he   answered  thus   the   priest  ; 

xm. 
"  Come   when   it    seemeth   good   to   thee, 

Or   soon,    or   late,    or   ne'er, 
But   take   thy   cowl   from    off  thy   head, 
And   bring   with   thee   a  bier." 

XIV. 

No   more   the   rower   asked,   but   watched 

The    Saint  walk   slowly   on, 
When  lo,   the   door   of  his   ancient    hut, 

As    if  by   angel   hands    unlatched, 


226  FOUR  ACTS  OF    ST.  CUTHBKRT. 

Opened,    he    entered,    and   it   shut — 
The    Saint   to   heaven    was  gone  ! 

xv. 

The    lingering    streaks    of  the    sunset    fade 
The    night    creeps    over   the    skies, 

Back    on    Northumber-land   the    bark 
Through    the    moaning    east    wind    flies. 


END. 
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